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PREFACE, 



The value of biograpliical writings always 
liaB been^ and I suppose always will be^ Yeiy 
variously estimated. In the present day we 
have biographies suppUed by a HteraUy teem- 
ing press^ of every possible character and 
shade of character, and every peculiar tinge 
and tendency. We have biographies of lite- 
raiy and scientific menj of men of trayel and 
of adyentore; of men wlio Hare risen to af- 
flnenoe and eminence fixnn the lowest rong 

r 

of the ladder of position; biographies of 
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statesmen and warríors^ leaders of fashion^ 
and divines; and — ^but far more sparingly 
than lialf or a quartor of a century ago— 
biographies of prívate individnals^ remarkable 
only for their Christian profession and prac- 
tice! 

Happily the old school of religíotis memoirs 
has very nearly died out ; a school which did 
XLot hesitate to give to the world the most 
prívate records of a good man's heart-ex- 
períences, which he never expected would 
meet the eye of any human creatnre ; a type 
of memoríal which shrínks not from ransack- 
mg letters and joumals, and pubhshing family 
secrets, which all sense of honour, good taste, 
and reverence for the dead, ought to render 
saored and inviolate ! 

Much is chronicled that might very pro- 
fitably be omitted. There is a sort of register 
of birth, and perhaps of baptism, a períod of 
convictíon of longer or shorter duration, and. 
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of course, a period of conversion ; a series 
of letters^ which the nnfortanate defunct 
writer would surely never^have penned^ had 
he dreamed of the use his fnends (?) would 
one day make of them : many pages of a 
private joumal^ for the most part extremely 
plrosaic in its details, and uninteresting in its 
sameness and egotism^ Ssc,, &c.; and lastly, 
a happy death, and perhaps the text of hia 
fímeral sermon. And having careiully read 
one of these books^ you have to all intents 
and purposes read them all; you have a 
spedmen of the wholeT series^ and know pretty 
well what you may expect^ when you take 
up the new memoir, ''just published^^' fresh 
from the shelves of your bookseller^ or your 
select Hbrary. 

That such works have not been produc- 

tive of good, it would be vain and untrue 

« 

to affirm; but they are scarcely applicable 
to the needs of the present day^ or there 
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18 aomething in their tone Teiy mnch at 
yaríanoe with the spirit and energy of reli- 
gions lífe in this latter half of the nineteenth 
oentniy. Neither wonld I for one moment 
deny^ or appear to áeBjg that the tme and 
sdmple reoord of ihe life of a Chiistian man 
or woman has a permanent^ and veiy decíded 
Talne. Chrístían biography, in itaelf, is a 
thing of import and worth, and may teach 
many a lesson of consistency and patience^ 
che^ many a drooping spirit, and ronse many 
a laggard in the race^ who has not yet started 
for the goal. It is a part of onr Uterature 
which cannot and shonld not be ignored by 
any. The mischief Kes not inbiography, taken 
in its abstract sense^ but in the carelessness^ 
or one-sidedness, or bad taste of the ïnographer, 
who ezposes the private details and^ perhaps^ 
the inane^ but harmless gossip^ of that which 
never was intended to meet the public gaze 
and criticism. 
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This seríous fault^ this tremendous mistake^ 
Miss Blott lias very wisely avoided. Her 
memoir^ '' Jn Ghriato/^ contains many. vivid 
reminiscences^ and many grapliic tonches of 
character^ whicli abundantly demonstrate what 
manner of man, in his moral and Chrístian 
experíenoes, was the father whom she so 
justly loyed^ admired^ and reverenced. She 
gives no diary; and herein she has evinced 
good taste^ and the just decorum which a 
daughter should be the last to overstep^ in 
circumstances so pathetio^ so solemn^ and so 
dehcate. She has compiled her memoirs 
chiefly from the papers lefb by her departed 
parent ; but she has not in any degree violated 
the sacred repose^ in which the mnermost life 
of a good man should ever remain. Generally^ 
she allows his actions to speak for themselves^ 
and to elucidate the spríng from whenoe 
flowed the rare excellence and consistency 
of his Christian character. 
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But why, it may be asked, write tliis me- 
moir at all? Samuel Blott was a man un- 
known to fame : his own circle knew and 
loved lúm, and will long liold his memoiy 
dear: but except on his own peculiar stage 
of action, he was neither honoured in Ufe, or 
lamented in death; simply because he lived 
and died in comparative obscurity. Why then 
bring before the world, the annals of so quiet 
a life ? Because there are thousands of people 
in the like position; thousands struggling as 
he struggled, rising as he rose^ succeeding as 
he succeeded, to whom his example must be 
cheering, stimulating, and may under Grod^s 
blessing prove serviceable for this life, as well 
as for that which is to come. 

He was a man truly remarkable — owing 
nothing to fortune, or birth, and very little 
to early education, though he had the un- 
«peakable advantage of a pious mother — a 
woman who, though in humble life, possesséd 
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great abiHty and force of character. Vigour 
of purpose, tmtiríiig índustry^ and deep-seated 
Cliristian principley cárried into the oommonest 
actions of daily life^ were the secret and all- 
powerful sources of his suocess in every poínt 
of view. 

Finally — ^he thought that the truthfnl, un- 
vamished record of the main facts of a life 
like his^ might be useAil ; and usefulness was 
the great aim of his existence. 

To his eldest daughter, he confíded the 
task of preparing for the public snch a 
memoir^ as might, he trusted, under God^s 
blessing^ be the instrument of good to many 
whose trials, temptations, and general circum- 
stances might more or less resemble his own. 

To attempt to give any analysis of the 
character of Mr. Blott, in a preface, would 
be alike useless and unfair; an injustice to 
his biographer, whose reverent love and fiHal 
piety have given to the world these simple. 
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but tonching memorials, which might other- 

wise havc been shrouded in perpetual ob- 

scurity. 

Emma Jane Wobboise. 



CniLDHOOD AND PARENTAGE. 



"*TwAB a green and easy world 
As he took it, room to plaj 
(Though ono's hair might get uncurlcd 
At the iar end of the day). 
If reproved by God, or you, 
'Twas to better him, he knew ; 
And, if crossed, he gathered stiU, 
'Twas to croBB out something iU." 

BBOWirxirG, êUgMlg altered, 

"Ye Beem but as a fable, 

Oh, days that are gone by I 

The Bible old, with claspB of gold — 

The young believing eye — 

The loved and loving parents, 

The childhood blithe and gay — 

The calm content so innocent— 

AU, aU, are passed away !" 

I^rom tke Oerman, 



CHAPTER I. 



In tlie little village of Bassingbourae, Cam- 
bridgesliire, in a small cottage, fronting the 
once broad and fair domains of the noble de- 
fender of Wycliffe — the illustrious Plantagenet, 
John of Gaunt — ^my dear father, Samuel Blott, 
was born, on the 17th day of September, 1808. 

I have heard from his old playmates^ that 

he was a remarkably handsome youth, of very 

prepossessing appearance ; tall and gracefully 

agile in all manly sports^ and of an open cast 

of countenance, of the good-humoured ingenu- 

ous Saxon type, which seems to speak for itself 

concerning the frankness and sincerity and 

fearless ch'aracter of its possessor. He had a 

B 2 
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rosy complexion ; auburn hair, golden-tinted ; 
large soft blue eyes, very sweet, most thouglit- 
fully expressive ; and a mouth of mild benig'- 
nity, mostly wreathed with tranquil smiles, or 
in moments of graver reflection, set in happy 
quiet curves, that seemed to my mind ever in- 
dicative of musings on the hidden and inner 
peace, which passeth all understanding. His 
face, when in repose, wore that look of perfect 
calm and rest that you sometimes see so beau- 
tifuUy pourtrayed in the sacred paintings of 
the old masters ; — the look that seems to pass 
beyond the sunset of time, to the dawn of a 
more glorious day; — the aspect settled and 
sweetly grave of one who fixes his eamest gaze 
on the end of the course : content to see 

. . . " an ecstacj 
Bejond a foretold agony 1 " 

The look of one whose heart is brave, whose 
nature is tender and deep, whose soul is an- 
chored on the Eock of Ages. 

Perhaps some' changes passed over my fa- 
ther^s outer man, as years glided away: — 
perhaps the fair face and the sunny hair really 
appertained only to the days of youth. Cer- 
tainly, at forty, one cannot expect the boyish 



-^ 
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roses of twenty, or the smootli brow of early 
virility. Perhaps they who knew my father 
wlien he was fifty, or thereabouts, would 
scarcely recognise in the good-humonred em- 
honpomt merchant, the lithe and graceful strip- 
Kng of thirty summers agone :— the slender 
sapKng had become the sturdy oak, spreading 
its stately shelter on all around. Yes ! cer- 
tainly, youthful charms and graces fled with 
advancing years ; but to the last the brow was 
calm, the blue eyes full of kindly enthusiasm, 
and the lips set in a mould^ at once good and 
wise, and kind in the extreme ! 

Now, I must be forgiven, if I discourse a little 
about our family tree. I have often heard my 
grandmother say that she came of a noble Scotch 
family, descended from a certain Sir John Eush- 
worth ; the name ^'Mary EushwortV^ is written 
in some books that we hold as heirlooms in our 
family ; also that of Damoid and Dominus ; and 
to her once belonged a splendid old English 
point-lace coUar, now in my own possession. 
James Eushworth, the brother of this lady, re- 
sided in London ; and she, after the death of 
-her parents, keeping solitary state with her ser- 
vants in a large house, and, feeling desolate and 
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forlom^ was easily indnced by him to sell her 
estate^ break np her establisliment^ and joining' 
ber fortune to bis, settle down with him in his 
house in town. They seem to have been at that 
time a devoted brother and sister : but, alas ! 
their happy dream of a peacefíil home together 
was speedily dispelled : for he became the prey 
of a beautiful but designing woman, who per- 
suaded him into marríage, and then dissipated 
his fortune, and that of her sister-in-Iaw also — 
for the two incomes had never been duly sepa- 
rated — ^at the ganiing table ! Impoverished to 
ruin, heartbroken and betrayed, he retumed to 
his native viUage, so sadly reduced, that he was 
glad to fill a dependent position on the very 
same estate, which had once called him master. 
I noticed something the other day, which 
appears to me to have some connection with 
the derivation of our name, '' Blott.^^ I read 
in an old almanack, what I daresay everybody 
knows, that the month of November was called 
by the Saxons, '' blot-monat ^' — that is to say, 
'' blood-month '^ — on account . of the number 
of animals then slaughtered for the table. 
Now, you know, many people are fond of 
adding to their names, doubling the final con- 
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sonant^ and aflSxing another vowel : — for in- 
stance^ tlie lady who did not like to be called 
'^ Warren,^' because it reminded her of the 
celebrated blacking-firm^ imd so wrote herself 
'' Warenne '/' others are content with a single 
letter, — ^the Browns and the Smiths, &c., who 
acquire a genteel nomenclature by the addition 
of an e ; and how do I know, but that my an- 
cestors were seized with a freak of the kind ; 
and from being '' men of blot,'^ i,e., " men of 
blood,^^ — soldiers, I should fancy, — ^became 
'' men of blott r' 

So, you see, I cannot consider my name as 
a blot on my escutcheon; for while some 
families are excessively proud and tenacious of 
the high bloód, from which they claim descent, 
ours is certainly the real thing itself ; and we 
must needs be satisfied with our ancestral cog- 
nomen. Butwhat's in a name?^' Well I a 
good deal, I should say : for an honest name 
is a blessing not lightly to be contemned. 

However, with the Blott element, died out 
the grand and older names of the race ; and 
my dear gi»ndfather and grandmother beíng 
good old-fashioned people, and devout phris- 
tians, christened all their children, save the 
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youngest, by Scripture names : Esther, John, 
Caleb^ Sarah^ Martha^ Mary^ Samuel^ Joshaa^ 
and William. 

My father's mother, the daughter of Mary 
Rushworth, was an eamest, noble-hearted wo- 
man — ^tender and rehgious, hard working, and 
remarkably sincere. I was her especial pet; 
and often have I marked the fire of her Scotch. 
ancestry, kindling in her beautifiil brown eyes, 
as she told me grand old tales of the Coven- 
anters, and their martyr-spirit. 

To this day, I never look upon a sweetbriar, 
without connecting it with her memory: for 
by the Kttle cottage, where for many years my 
dear father supported her, grew one of these 
sweet shrubs, our Bnglish eglantine, to be known 
chiefly from its coarser companions — ^at least, 
when out of flower — ^by its welcome and deli- 
cate perfáme. So she, planted by Providence 
in the rude soil of poverty, was to be distin- 
guished from others, with whom she was 
commonly associated, for the most part, by 
the rare and lovely Christian graces of her 
character. 

Two of her sons only kept watch by her 
dying bed — my father and an elder brother; 



CHILDHOOD AND PARENTAGE. 9 

and tliose two were first suminoned to join hor 
in tlie world beyond the grave. The others 
were far away, parted from her who had given 
tliem birth, on whose bosom they had been 
lulled to rest, and at whose knee they had 
leamed their first lisping, childish prayers — 
severed^ alas ! 

« Sy mountain, stream, and sea.*' 

One child, however, had preceded her to glory ; 
my Aunt Martha^ her third daughter, who 
died very suddenly, not long before the decease 
of her mother. My Aunt was a tnie Christian, 
and lived very near her excellent parent ; but 
my grandmother being confined to her bed, 
could not see her daughter^s remains before 
they were consigned to the dust. '^Oh 1^^ she 
said to me triumphantly, — "I shall see her, 
but not now.^^ "Yes,^' I answered, '^We 
shall see her indeed, when, too, we shall be- 
hold the King in His glory, in the land that is 
very far off." For a few minutes she wept, 
and then falUng back on her pillow, and gazing 
upward, as if she really saw her ransomed 
child before the throne of God, exclaimed — 
'^How glorious V^ My father was hastily 
Bummoned home on this mournful occasion^ 
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and aíler he had gazed on his sister's peaceM 
rest, he said — "ThoDgli I loved her dearly, I 
felt I could be resigned to the Lord's will, for^ 
like a wise virgin, she went forth at the Bride- 
groom^s call, with her lamp trimmed and bum- 
ing. But, oh I it was with a feehng of intense 
relief that I saw the bUnds were not down at 
the other house — ^my mother^s ! Grod knows I 
could scarcely have bome to lose her yet ! and 
I mshed away from the bustle of the market^ 
in an agony of terror^ fearing lest it should be 
my mother — my own beloved mother I " And 
even as he spoke, his pale face showed how 
terrible had been the anguish of that over- 
whelming dread. 

When, at last, the time came, and God called 
this revered parent to her happy home above, 
my father was again absent, and busy in the 
market. I was at her side, and I sent for 
him — for above all others, she yearaed to see 
once more in the flesh, her dear son Samuel, 
the pride and joy, and comfort of her hfe I The 
others stood around her bed, weeping. 

Never shall I forget that scene : — the small 
chamber looking out on the heavy-laden apple 
troes ; the ripe fmit within reach of your hand 
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stretched forth from the casement ; the blue sky 

and. the Bunset's beams of crimson and gold ; 

and. I^ hot and flushed with the haste I had 

made to reply to her summons, standing trem- 

"bling, and with difficulty keeping back the 

ready tears that trembled on my lashes^ met 

tlie gaze of the pale heroic face^ Boman-Uke in 

its clear-cut outlines, with its large brown 

l>eautiiul eyeS; that stiU retained much of their 

wonderful steady brightness, fixed upon me, as 

slie lay back on the high white pillows^ and 

lieard her say — ''Read to me, darling! read 

tliat passage : — ' Israel, fear not ! for I have 

redeemed thee : I have called thee by thy name : 

tliou art mine. When thou passest through 

the waters, I will be with thee ; and through 

the rivers, they shall not overflow thee, &c/^' 

My tears now were bUnding my sight, and 
choking my voice I but with a strong efibrt, I 
controUed myself; and with her wistful eyes 
still gazing into mine, I read on — on — tiU the 
silvery lustre of the evening star shone in the 
blue nightfal sky, and through the open win- 
dows came the scent of the dewy flowers. 

And still I read on, although I felt as if lifo^s 
whole circle were nárrowed into one focus of 
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pain. StiU tlie large wistful eyes looked inta 
my face, and they were lit with a triumphant 
joy, as I read from the Holy Book some sweet 
promise or pledge of the glory to be revealed — 
the glory to which she was hastening, oh ! how 
rapidly ! 

All was calm and quiet — so quiet that I conld 
hear the loud throbbings of my own heart — 
and the time passed on, and the brown eyes 
became weary, or ever and anon turned lan- 
guidly to the door. Or, the white locks were 
raised from the scarcely whiter píllows, and 
for the moment there was an uneasy movement, 
and then a falling back, as in hopeless but 
patient sadness. We knew whose name was 
trembling on her dying lips; and greatly I 
feared that ere he whopa she yeamed to behold 
came once more to her side, the spirit wóuld 
have forsaken its earthly tenement. 

I had sent one of our fleetest horses, though 
well I knew the fleetest would be tardy to his 
anguished impatience ; and I listened — ^hstened 
— tiU at last, as I was moistening the stifiening 
lips with a little wine on a feather, I heard him 
coming. " Thank God ! at last 1 ^^ — but over 
the beautiful eyes, the dimness of death was 
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now rapidly stealing, and my hoart achod for 
my fatlier. Our good ininistor, witli fitly cliosen 
words of consolation and peace, was by my 
side : but if I heard, I could not heod ! Only 
fell upon my ear the far-off sounds of those 
wlieels, borne away from the cottage by the 
contrary wind: only the tramp of the brave 
horse, galloping — galloping — galloping, at a 
fearful rate, as if running a race with Death 
himself ! Only, at last, the welcome, waited- 
for footstep on the stairs, and then — instead of 
the mellow cheery tones of the dear voice, I 
loved so well — ^low, heartbroken sobs, welling 
up from an anguish that would not be repressed. 
I see him fling his arms wildly about her, 
and embrace her with a passionate yearning, 
and an unuttered cry upon his lips, for she re- 
sponds not to his embrace. Sinking down into 
infinite stillness, she sees not the agonised face 
of her son : the sands of Kfe are nearly run ! 
only a little, a very little longer! Then he 
murmurs in her ear that name of names, sweeter 
and more penetrating than the name of hus- 
band^ child, or friend ! Instantly she looks 
up : the name of ^' Jesus^' has pierced the dull 
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sliados of Doath, and she smiles ; a glorious 
liglit passes over her features ; she clasps his 
hand^ — ^and all is over ! In his arms is only 
the poor clay tenement : — ^angels have bome 
the ransomed soul to its Pather^s House I 

Such was my dear father^s mother ! and 
often has he said to me — "Julia, have you 
not noticed that in the Bible, it ia written 
' such and such an one was his mother ^ ^' — ^as 
much as to say, " you need not wonder what 
such an one is^ when such an one was his mo- 
ther I '' And I have given this slight sketch 
of my grandmother, that you may the better 
understand the.manner of man, that her son 
must have been ! 

Next to her died my uncle Caleb : then, alas ! 
my father. Sometimes I could fancy her stand- 
ing at the door of one of the '^many mansions/' 
calling them, one by one, to hasten home ; just 
as she used to do when they were boys: — 
standing, as she once told me, on the threshold 
of their rose-wreathed cottage (for the only 
luxury in which she indulged was flowers), 
beckoning to her children, one by one, to come 
home, ere the twiKght faded into darkness ! 
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And as life^s sunset-radiancefell around tliem, 
I could fancy her saying to them : — 

"Come thi8 way, darling, 

Steer straight for me ; 
Here safely in heayen, 

I'm waiting for thee.** 

My father was of a very sanguine, indus- 
trious, happy temperament ; exceedingly light- 
hearted, yet one wlio could bfear great trials 
patiently ; of sensitive nature, yet not resenting 
provocatíon ; truthfiil; courageous, and even in 
Ilís earUest years, rather inclined to think on 
rehgious subjects. At ten years of age, it 
grieved him much that he was obliged to fight, 
by some naughty boys, several of them older 
than himself. 

His parents were very poor, and unable 
sometimes to procure respectable raiment for 
their numerous ofispring; and the outgrown 
suit of one child necessarily descended to the 
next in age, and so on, tiU it was utterly wom 
out; reminding one of the celebrated Irish 
shirt, which aU the family wore in tum at 
church, the others remaining at home. Once, 
some one gave my father a jacket large enough 
for a man, and a kind-hearted farmer in tho 
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Dt'ighbonrliood, sceing him clad in this nn- 
gainly garment, presented him with a mofe 
suitable article, made of warm flannel. He 
never forgot the good man^s benevolence; 
thenceforth the gift became an epoch. in his 
Hfe, and he írequently reverted to it in afber 
years, and always with expressions of pleasure 
and sincerest gratitude. Long may tlie rich, 
who so seldom deprive themselves of any 
luxury, rejoice in the luxury of^ doing good — ^a 
luxury, happily, in which all, even the poorest, 
may have a part. 

The very farm on which my father once 
worked, in after years, became his own; and 
the masters, whom in those boyish days, he 
faithfully served, always spoke of him in terms 
of respect and commendation. 

During a great scarcity, which prevailed in 
the early part of the present century, the poor 
sufiered considerably ; and barley bread, and 
very Uttle of that, was all my grandparents had 
for the sustentation of themselves and their 
eight children. The poor father used to cut 
up the small loaf, and divide it among the hun- 
gry little ones around his knee, who ate it 
ravenously, though it was very diíferent from 
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the wlieaten bread to which they had been ac- 
costomed. Happily the repeal of the Com 
Laws has thoroughly changed the state of 
things ; and now^ in case of a failnre of crops^ 
we have no need to fall back on barley-bread, 
BÍnce foreign com is speedily drafted into the 
conntry . I suppose too, at the time of which 
I am writing, there were other sources of dis- 
tress, over and above the bad harvest ; for it 
must have been the old war-time, and provi- 
sions in consequence were frightfully dear. 

Among so many, the poor little loaf was, of 
course, soon demoUshed, and the unsatisfied 
children would pull at their father's coat skirts, 
crying — '^Barley-bread ! barley-bread ! just 
one Kttle piece, father V^ The father gave till 
he had no more to give, and sometimes the 
little hungry mouths had to go supperless to 
bed, and content themselves with the prospect 
of another meal on the morrow; — and among 
the wan, pinched faces that went away to their 
sad repose, was, of course, my father's ; little 
child as he was, leaming, even then, the hard, 
grand lesson of patient endurance ! The poor 
mother herself, though wom and smking from 
fatigue, through the long day^s hard toil, would 
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freqneiitly go withont her share^ that her 
children might have more. Hard lessons these^ 
indeedj which we of a later^ and more Inxorions 
day^ can scarcely comprehend. 

No donbt they had their part^ and a lai^ 
one toOj in forming my dear fEither's character^ 
and monlding him to that qniet patience^ and 
resolnte firmness, which afterwards were among 
the distíngoishing featnres of his life. It is 
good that a man shonld bear the yoke in his 
yonthl Geod for him to be nursed in the 
harsh bnt wholesome circnmstances of adver- 
sity and self-denial, rather than in the soft, 
downy, and enervatiág lap of ease and lavish 
plenty. The stem hand of griping, uncom- 
promising poverty, has trained to Spartttn 
heroism, many an one, who falling npon a 
childhood and yonth of Inxury and indnlgencCj 
would, humanly speaking, have been at the 
best a mere cipher in the great world, wherein 
there is so much to be bome, and so much to 
be achieved, — a loiterer in the race, — a lag- 
gard in the mighty Battle of Life, which we 
must each and all fight for ourselves, and not 
by proxy. 

One thing more of my father's childish days. 
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Qnce he oonsorted with some boys who had 
been stealing apples^ and his mother pnnished 
himwithyerygreatseyerity. Afberwards^when 
he arrived at manhood^ she referred to this dr- 
CDmstancej regretting that she had perhaps 
gÍYen him too sonnd a beating. ''Ah^ motherl^' 
was his answer :•— '' I only wish yon had pun- 
ished me^ yet morei^' Her disdphne mnst 
liaye been ezoellent ; ont of all that family of 
xiine duldren^ seven are Christians; and we 
have hopes that the other two may seek theír 
parents^ God. Fonr are now rejoidng with 
that mother and father in heayen^ throngh the 
conntless ages of etemity ; and giving glory 
to Him that hath redeemed them with His 
predons blood. I might say^ too^ of onr lost 
one, with the poet— 

^ More thaa thÍB — Im name remindi me 
Of three firiendB, áU tme and tried| 

And that name like magic binda me 
Cloaeri obser to his Bide." 
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*' In thi8 dull world we oheat oundÍTes and one another 
of innooent pleasures by the soore, bj verj oareleasneea and 
apathy. Inyited to help in rendering joyfid manj a patient 
heart, we neglect the little that might haye done it, and oon- 
tánnallj depríye oreation of its share of kindness from us. 
The humble frieDd enoouraged by your franknese, equals 
made to loye you, and superíorB gratified by attontion and 
reepeot, looking out to benefit you kindlj. How many plea- 
suree here for one hand to gather ! Inetead of this, what 
haye we rife about the worldP frigid oompliment, reserve, 
Belfishness : for erery one is struggling for his own ends. 

" This ÍB ffJse, all bad ! It is the Blayery ohain of oustom 

ríyetted by the foolishness of &Bhion. There are always per- 

sons who haye nothing to recommend them but extemals, 

such as looks, dresses, rank, and ríohes; and in order to 

exalt the honour of these, they oombine to set a oompact seal 

of silenoe on the heart and mind. Tum the tables upon 

them, ye real gentlemen. Speak freely, liye warmly, look 

óheerfuUy, laugh heartily, explain frankly, exhort zealouBly, 

admire liberally, adyise eameBtly $ and thus be not ashamed 

to show you haye a heart. If some cold and selfísh worldling 

greet your social efforts with a sneer, repay him with a good- 

humoured smile ; for you possess treasures to whioh he is a 

Btranger.*' 

K. 7. TvvvBB. 



CHAPTBR n. 



It is not a reiy origmal thing to say, — for I 
Buppofle it has already been said nuuiy more 
tdmes tlian I liaye any idea of^ — ^tliat we are all 
too apt to despise trifles I Why it is difficnlt 
to explain; for certainly, ''Trifles make tlie 
smn of hnman tldngs ;'^ and but for the little 
Hnks of the chain^ the cliain itself^ as a wliolej 
and as a perfect piece of workmanship^ could 
never exist. And we often see for onrselves, 
how smaU beginnings terminate in important 
results ; and how, by the goodness of God, a 
tiny seed of insignificance, may become a 
mighty plant of renown ; even as the slighted 
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acorn^ pressed carelessly into the soil by the 
Iiastj step of tlie lieedless tra7eller^ genninates, 
takes root^ springs np a vigorons sapling^ that 
the snnbeam qnietlj fosters^ and the dews 
Bilently nonrish^ till in the ftdness of tíme it 
expands into a majestic tree, the stately mon- 
arch of the woods^ spreading far and wide its 
nmbrageons arms, and becoming in its tum 
the parent of a thonsand other oaks and oak- 
lings^ — at once the king and the father of the 
forest-wild ! 

My &ther embarked in mercantile pnrsnits 
at a very early age, and his first ventnre was 
in sixpenny-worth of " sweets/' which he sold 
for ninepence ! A clear retnm of fifty per 
cent. yon perceive; a very fair amount of 
profit, especially for so very jnvenile and inex- 
perienced a tradesman ! Then he set np in the 
''yeast bnsiness •/' going from one farm house 
to another, plodding many a weary mile in this 
very hnmble branch of commerce ; but always 
hopeful, resolute, and determined to succeed. 
He had happily a robnst frame, and a stont 
heart, and the spirit of independence was strong 
and indomitable within him. 

And God prospered his honest endeavours. 



-^ 
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for, as you will see, this sixpence was tlie seed 
of future thousands. 

He went his lonely, weary way from farm to 
farm, poorly clad, indeed, but never ragged : 
indeed, I have heard his old friends say tliat lie 
was always scrupulously neat and clean. He 
nsed to tell me that, if ever lie felt anything 
like pride in his life, it was wlien lie first put 
on Idfl new blue coat, with gilt buttons, and a 
snowy tum-up collar, bought with his own 
money, saved from his own hard eamings, after 
he had scrupulously paid for his board at home. 
And his companions jeered at him, and with 
perhaps a little natural envy, mocked him, and 
called him in derision, — " Oentleman Blott /^' 
Little thought they, that a time would indeed 
arrive, when, in every sense of the word, he 
would deserve the title they gave him in their 
rade and boyish derision ; some of them ac- 
tually working on his land, his own hired 
servants, and treating him with all the respect 
they could possibly have manifested, had he 
been bora to the good fortune, which his own 
diligence and perseverance so honouratly 
achieved I 

Bat to retui'n to the yeast, and its sturdy 
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little vendor. After a time^ he tried anotlier 
specnlation. He borrowed half-a-crown^ which 
he repaid in a fortnight— somewhat, I believe^ 
to the snrprise of the friend by whom it was 
kindly lenlr— ond with this amall capital^ he 
bonght fish^ and traded therein very sncoeas- 
fiilly, Years afterwards^ he was once bargain- 
ing for some fiah in his own kitchen, and in 
answer to some trivial remark^ while I waa 
snperintending domestic affiúrs^ the dealer said 
shrewdly — " Why ! yon are too good a judge 
oifiah for that 1 '' — ^his emphasis fnlly explain- 
ing the aUosion. My father only looked across 
to me and smiled. Perhe.ps I did not catch 
his meaning qnite so easQy^ for I jestingly re- 
marked that fish were certainly teetotallersj 
since they drank nothing but water^ and being 
myself a total abstainer^ I cared not how often 
I saw them at my table I 

I have often been snrprised at my father's 
keen^ critical insight into general literature^ 
his appreciation of that whieh was sonnd and 
nseftil^ and his admiration of a witty or cleverly 
pOínted passage. Able on the instant to grasp 
a fine idea^ and máke it all his own ; he was 
yet ever ready to put his shoulder to the wheel 
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of sny common-place duty, however painful or 
disagreeable it might be : and lie could and 
did discem the entire bearings of a subject, and 
take in its breadtb and depth, while others 
were scarcely able to satisfy themselves as to 
its cardinal points. 

This, of course, made him invaluable in a 
commercial point of view : such qualities as he 
largely possessed being, as we all knowj the 
very heart and soul of business. 

I used to read to him my own compositions ;. 
and I have to thank him for many an idea, and. 
for the polish and finish of maný an otherwise 
rongh and imperfect sentence. How often too^ 
with profit and delightj have I listened to hia 
Sabbath evening expositions, and to his Sun- 
day-night village-sermons I His mind seemed 
ready for everything that approved itself to his 
judgment ; and his physical frame must have 
been endowed with wonderftd vigour and elas- 
tídty, for though he was frequently engaged 
till twelve o'clock on the Saturday night, 
arranging and ticketing his samples for the 
Monday's markets — ^my mother, brothers, with 
myself and clerk helping him— he was up 
betimes on the Sabbath moming, oíf to the 
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Sunday scliool, at nine o^clock, in his place in 
tlie sanctuary at the appointed hour, both mom- 
and aftemoon^ and with his class also^ in the 
after paiii of the day ; and then over the hiUs 
for a four miles' ride, to his víllage-preaching, 
whether it were summer heat and sunshine, or 
wintei'^s wind and snow ! Then up again at 
five on the Monday moming for Mark Lane ; 
and at a market every day in the week, averag- 
ing two hundred and sixty miles weekly of 
joumeyings ; and yet I never heard him say — 
''Howtiredlam!'' 

He often laughed with me over the curious 
encounters of his early days, when he first 
began to be known as a rising tradesman ; and 
to be received as a friend in the very houses 
where he had formerly carried on his juvenile 
business, as yeast-vendor. The young ladies 
would sometimes curiously ask him '' where he 
came from ! '' little dreaming that he had lived 
all his Hfe in their immediate neighbourhood ; 
or perhaps, to speak more accurately, in every 
case, within a few miles, at the frLrthermost. 
They had forgotten, or they failed to recognise 
in the handsome young merchant, whose atten- 
tions they were willing enough to receive, the 
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poor half-clad little urcliiii^ wlio through all 
seasons and in all weathers^ had been seen on 
liis yeast-rounds^ going &om house to house in 
the prosecntion of his thriving little trade. 
They also were changed from rosy girls, fiill of 
fon and mischief^ into staid^ marriageable 
damsels^ whose prudent mammas would not at 
all have objected to fínd in him a future son- 
in-law. 

But my father^ with all his enthusiastic na- 
tore^ was by no means devoid of proper caution ; 
lie was too wise to be carried away by an im- 
pulse^ and he looked before he leaped. He 
required something more in a girl than the 
mere glittering extemals of beauty and fashion ; 
and though one of those who determine to 
acquire a permanent home and position^ before 
entering upon the marriage-state^ he yet re- 
jected the idea of making an alliance for the 
sake of money. "No!'' he used to say, 
'^matrimony was the one transaction of Hfe 
that ought to be conducted without the hollow 
chink of gold ; and he preferred a fortune m a 
wifoj rather than a large portion vrith one l" 

We used to say he was ^' Jack-of-áll-trades/' 
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which was very nearly tlie tmih ; and strange 
to say^ though he was apprenticed to none^ he 
was master of them all. He had never properly 
leamed to plongh^ and yet^ at a plonghing- 
match in onr connty^ he bore awaj the pahn 
from others who had been carefnlly bred to 
agricnltnral pursuits alone. He was com-fac- 
tor; wine, hop, and fruit merchant; farmer; 
miUer ; and dealer in bran, poHards, meal, and 
seeds. He knew all about these sev^ral 
branches of business, and worked them all 
honestly, respectably, and greatly to his own 
profit. 

Once, when rather overwrought, and feeling 
oppressed with cares and responsibiKties, he 
exclaimed — ''I wish I were a child again!*' 
He seemed ahnost to envy his baby-boy, whose 
kingdom was the floor. It made me sad to 
hear him : surely life, even successful life, can- 
not be worth so much as we, in our undaunted 
youth, suppose, when one is wishing to resign 
wealth, honour, and preferment, to be a simple 
child again I After all, sunset must be better 
than sunrise : the calm, peaceftd sunset of a 
-day of piety and diligence — ^a day ^'well-spent" 



r 
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in tHe Highest acoeptation of the term. And 
that siinset may be sweetest and fiúrest^ let ns 
work while it is called to-day I 

The following lines are so appropriate to this 
little incident^ that I mnst ventare to qnote 
them here: if aJready yon know them^ dear 
friondsj I beg you to forgive me I 

«^BBHIin) THB MASE.** 

**It WB8 an old distorted fiMse— 

An uncouth YÍsagei rough and wild } 

Yet from behmd, with laughing graoey 
Peeped the firesh beauty of a child. 

^ And 80 oontraatíng, &ir and bright» 

It made me of my fiuicy ask 
If half earth's wrinkled grimness might 

Be but the báby in the mask. 

X Behind grey hairs and furrowed brow 
And withered look that life puts on i 

Each as he wears it, comes to know 
How the dhild hides — and is not gone. 

** For while the inexorable years 
To saddened features fit their mould } 

Beneath the work of time and tears, 
Waits something that will not grow old« 

** And pain, and petulance, and care^ 
And wasted hope and sinful stain, 

Shape the strange guise the soul doth wear, 
Tíll her young liíe aríse again. 
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" The beauty of hÍB boyhood*s sniile ; — 
What human faith could find it now 

In yonder man of grief and guile, 
A yery Cain with branded brow P 

" Yet overlaid and hidden stiU 
It lingers — of his life a part — 

As the scathed pine upon the hiU 
Holds the young fibres at hie heart. 

** And haplj round the Etemal throne, 
Heayen's pitying angels shall not ask 

For that last look the world hath known, 
But for the fáce behind the mask." 



EELiaiOUS XMPRESSIONS, AND 
YOUTHFUL FOLLIES. 






Star-gemmed floor of the land I loTe^ 
Tell me, and tell me now ; 
"What are the myriad starry gems 
That bedeck thy jeweUed brow P 

" Some will BtLj thou'rt a world like this — 
Where no sin nor darkness reigns : 
Where the men of a thousand years ago, 
Still bound across thy plains ! 

" Many, if such there be, fair worlds 
Would ask no brighter doom — 
Than within your gorgeous palaces 
To fínd a lasting home. 

** So let them, more ambitious, I 
More towering wishes frame : 
I would not dwell in these, but with 
The Lord of all of them ! 

** They may be near to the pearly gate — 
They may stand close by heaven — 
But who would dwell in the seryants* lodge, 
When the mansion house is given ? " 

Mjf Father^êfaootMriiê Potm, 

" And shall we meet the Master so, 
Bearing our withered leaves ? 
The Saviour looks for perfect finiit ; 
We stand before Him — humble, raute — 
Hearing the word He breathes — 

Nothing but leavesl" 



CHAPTER ni. 



Mt fatlier^ as I told you^ came under religious 

impressions at a very early age. When only 

a boy of twelve, lie used to pray, looking up 

into tlie sky, knowing God only as a great 

and powerM Being; not understan«3mg at all 

the doctrines of redemption^ or tlie mediatorial 

office of our Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ ! 

His conflicts witli the evil one seem, even then, 

to have been very terrible : he used to pray 

constantly at a cer^ain place^ because he felt 

impelled to do so^ and dared not refrain ; and 

sometimes he thought Satan strove so hard for 

him^ that his fear rose to terror^ lest he should 

actually fly away with him, body and soul. 

d2 
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Sometiines tliis conflict in his mind was 
almost unendurable — ^this continuous contest 
between good and evil : and sometimes when 
lie deemed his prayera unanswered, in Ids 
anguish and misery, lie would throw himself 
on the ground^ and^ as he himself expressed it^ 
*' wallow there,'' picking up the dirt to humble 
his pride, and crying out that he was '^of the 
earth^ earthy ! '' Yet persevering neverthelesa 
in an agony of prayer and supplication. 

He saw not the thomy path before him; 
yet he went on his way hour by hour, and day 
by day, struggling through the awful darkness 
of this mental Gethsemane^ and like his Master 
before him, fain sometimes, in his anguish, to 
exclaim — " My God I my God, why hast Thou 
forsaken me ?'* 

When going to and fro among the farm- 
houses with his yeast^ Satan^ he said^ used to 
buffet him, filling his mind, during those long 
and solitary walks, with strange thoughts and 
fearful doubts^ till his childish reason almost 
trembled in the balance. Once he fancied two 
men were standing behind the hedge, saying 
mockingly — ^^ Tour religion is worth nothing/' 
Instead of passionately rebuking his mythical 



AND YOUTHPUL FOLLIBS. 37 

revilers, lie said humbly to himself — ''Well! 
if my religion is, indeed, worth nothing, then I 
will begin again at the lowest round of the 
heavenly ladder I ** And again he prayed and 
struggled : Ungering in that place — a pleasant 
little osier-island in the stream — allunconscious 
of time, for nearly two hours. 

I think it was about this time that my father 
was most terribly frightened by a dream,— 
a dream that the Judgment Day was come; 
and that it rained fire and brimstone írom the 
blazing skies^ which glowed like one tremendous 
oven ; while the flames encompassed him, so 
that he could not escape ! But the impressions 
caused by this dreadful dream soon passed 
away^ and indeed^ his religion altogether seemed 
inclined to wither and die out^ like the good 
seeds that sprung up from the stony places^ 
where there was no depth of earth^ and because 
they had no root^ as soon as the sun was up^ 
were scorched and withered away. 

His religious impressions, he told me, wore 
off^ and though he still kept up a form of 
devotion, he ceased to pray with the heart. 
Then he was induced to attend a club-feast ; 
and as he went off^ dressed in hoUday attire^ 
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with a smile on liis lip, but with secret remorse 
in his bosom^ lie tumed to say ^' Good-bye *' to 
liis father, who sadly and tearftilly replied — 
'^ Samuel ! I had hoped better things of you/' 
But still he went on j and for four years the 
world and its vanities held sway over his soul : 
gay company became his delight ; and prayer, 
except the mere service of the Hp, was entirely 
neglected. 

It was at this time he borrowed half-a-crown 
as capital in his new trade of fish-dealing ; and 
the person who kindly lent it to him, hardly 
expected its retum, knowing so weU the Kveh- 
ness of his disposition^ and the thoughtlessness 
and the love of pleasure, which at that time 
characterised him. I think I mentioned be- 
fore, that, in two weeks, my father honourably 
discharged his obligation. 

Afterwards, — stíll thriving in worldly con- 
cems, — ^he took a small shop, and dealt in 
foreign fruit ; and here, again, it pleased God 
to grant him prosperity. 

But still he walked in the paths of foUy^ 
though he was happily preserved from falling 
into vicious courses. He was now a tall slender 
youth, graceful, and much admired by the fair 
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sex; and Ids moral character was so unim- 
peacliable — thougli on seyeral occasions lie liad 
been sorely tempted — ^that parents wordd trust 
him witli the care of their daughters on long 
joumeys, and on several other occasions ; and 
he always proved himself worthy of their 
confidence^ and preserved to the last their 
admiration and esteem. 

Many snares weré laid for him : one unhappy 
female companion— a gay, handsome, unprin- 
cipled young woman — did her utmost to lead 
him from the paths of respectability and virtue: 
but he was mercifiiUy preservred from lier 
wiles, and kept fpom all the evil which encom- 
passed him about. Though never declining 
into vicious courses, he seems however to have 
led a wildish sort of Ufe^ for among the memo- 
ries of those youthful years, is an account of 
an illness which overtook him far from home, 
at one of those club-feasts^ which seemed for 
some time to present themselves to his lively, 
boyish disposition^ as alluring and irresistible 
gaieties. 

One day, he and several of his friends, 
wearied of 'the rural seclusion of their homes, 
and fired perhaps with what they had heard of 
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other places^ determmed to set out in company, 
and see the world! Beíng in tlie heyday of 
their youth, and ftill of energy, animal vigour, 
and overflowing health, they soon carried their 
plan into ezecution; and they began their 
joumey in the highest spirits^ each one with 
his musical instmment; the accordion being> 
as far as I can recoUect^ that which was selected 
by my father. 

I have that old accordion treasured up some- 
where now, for he played it beautifully; and 
the sight of it, brings back many a sweet 
memory of sunny Sabbath eves, when my dear 
father and I wandered together through the 
shady orchards^ and talked^ tíll our hearts 
bumed within us, of Him in Whom alone was 
all our trust, and all our hope. And every 
now and then, while the cuckoo's note still 
echoed on the warm breeze, and the brooding 
miirmur of snowy doves, seemed breathing 
peace and tranquillity on^ all around, he would 
burst out with some grand old tune^ set to 
words of sacred trnst and joy,-sucli as- 

" My G-od ! my Help in ages past, 
My Hope in years to come.*' 

But dwelHng on these hallowedremembrances 
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of a beloved past, I am forgetting my tale : — 
let me resume. They went forth that day, a 
gay, light-hearted, hopefal troop, ready for 
any adventure, and expecting, no doubt, to 
distingxLÍsh themselves in some way or other 
during their absence^ and to retum in due time 
to their native village^rejoicing in their prowess, 
and covered with glory I There was my father, 
and there were three others^ whom I will oall 
John^ Stephen, Robert. John scarcely shared 
the enthusiasm of liis friends ; indeed, I haídly 
know how he came to involve himself in so 
wild an expedition: he was a quiet, steady 
fellow^ not at all disposed to be a hero^ nor 
wishing to arrive at that dangerous but flatter- 
ing distinction. Stephen was a sharp fellow^ 
clever and unscrupulous. Robert was a regular 
quiz^ íull of jest and banter^ and liking to get 
people into hot water, for the sheer fun and 
amusement of físhing them out again. And 
my father^ sensitive, very fond of variety, highly 
musical and enthusiastic^ with that strong dis- 
position to a reKgious life, slumbering only, 
not crushed or dead^ within his heart^ looking 
upon his impromptu joumey as a sort of pro- 
vincial tour ! Such was the quartette^ starting 
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fortli ixi aD tlie ignoTaiice and bnoyancy of 
jonth to enjoy themselTes^ — and '^ to see tlie 
world !" They were to liave one pnrse: my 
father was to play the accordion^ Robert the 
viohn^ Stephen the flnte, and John the tam- 
boorine. I snppose they expected to make 
qnite a little fortnne^ by the exercise of so mnch 
oombined mnsical talent : bnt the first day they 
walked many a weary mile^ withont gettíng 
one penny. The cold wintry evening closed 
in, a piercing wind swept across the country, 
penetrating their thin attíre^ and making them 
bitterly regret their Inckless position ; and still 
they tramped on^ almost given up to despair. 

At last a cart laden with straw passed them^ 
and they were fortunately allowed to ride : and 
then Robert, catching in the dim Ught a glimpse 
of poor John's remorsefiil looks, began to rally 
him on his despondency. John was doubtless 
thinking of the warm chimney-comer, and the 
well-spread supper-table at home, when Bob 
cried out — '^ John ! John ! where are you, 
John?'' And he pushed the straw aside^ 
nodding his little head about like a mocking 
bird, and saying tauntíngly — "Like this, John ? 
pleasant imder the straw, John ? Play 'Home, 
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Bweet home/ John V' And lie himself com- 
menced the opening strain on liis violin. Tlie 
satire was too painftil^ John conld bear it na 
longer; liis dulce domum rose up before liim 
in its fairest^ sweetest guise^ and lie buried liis 
face in the straw^ and fairlj burst into tears 1 
His other two comrades took Bob to task most 
admirably ; but tbe tormenting joutb heeded 
them not at all^ and onlj continued his strain 
of '^Home, sweet home/' with inimitable 
pathos^ till they too were fain to contrast most 
painfully the difference between to-day and 
yesterday^ aud to shrink back appalled from 
the hardships and difficulties of the morrow. 

It would not do! they ignominiously gave- 
up their wild-goose chase^ and retumed home^ 
next day, — ^wiser and sadder men. And so 
ended my father's grand '^provincial tour P* 
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" Talk we of morals — O Thou bleeding Lamb — 

The best morality ia loving Thee l " 

Tomig, 

" Ab the Lesbian, in fiilBe wonhip, 
Hung her harp upon the shrine ; 
When the world lost its attractionB, 
So do I offer mine. 

'* But in lanother spirit, 
With a higher hope and aim ; 
And in a holier temple, 
And to a holier name. 

" I offer up affectiona, 
Yiolent and Toid and rain i 
I offer years of sorrow, 
Of the mind and body*B pain. 

" Saying — ' Wrong and grief hare brought me, 
To thy temple as a home ; 
I am Bad and broken-hearted, 
And, therefore, I am come.' 

*< Let the incenBe of my Borrow, 

Be on high a Bacrifíce ; 

The wom and contrite Bpirit, 

Thou álone wilt not dcBpÍBe.*' 

luE.L, 



CHAPTER IV. 



I THiNK I told you, that for four years my 
fatlier's religioos impressions seemed to haye 
disappeared ; he ceased to pray^ and^ of course^ 
lie ceased to struggle witli the temptations of 
Satan^ and with the evil of his own heart. 
And yet, the spark of vital piety was, by God's 
mercy^ not extinguished ; it only smouldered^ 
unseen^ and almost unconsciously : and some- 
times sudden remorse would fill his mind ; and 
regret for those days, whenever in anguish 
and darkness he sought his Ood^ would come 
suddenly upon him^ and fill him with sorrow 
and self-upbraiding^ that^ for the time^ well- 
nigh reduced him to despair. 
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Hearing of Jesus Clirist only by name, he 
did not know Him as the Saviour of sinners ; 
ie did not recognise in Him, tlie Lamb of God 
that taketh away the sins of the worid. He 
knew that he must pray to the Almighty for 
the pardon of his many offences : but he did 
not undersfcand that through the One Inter- 
cessor and Mediator must he plead with the 
Father, for the remission of all his guilt, for 
the blotting out of all his transgression, and the 
ftdl forgiveness of all his sins, whether of omis- 
sion or of commission ! About this time — ^his 
seventeenth or eighteenth year — ^he fell ill of 
an ague, and suffered so long and so much, 
that his recovery became doubtfiil, and he felt 
persuaded himself that his days on eaxth were 
drawing to a close. And now, as he said, the 
law was a schoohnaster to bring him to Christ ; 
and in his hour of deepest distress^ in his 
utmost need, when heart and flesh were ap- 
parently failing, and when the great and awftd 
Btemity seemed opening to his apprehensive 
gaze, it pleased the Lord to reveal Himself to 
His almost despairing child — to fill him with 
the sense of pardon and peace ; to take away 
all his fears, and give to him a perfect faith. 
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mnd a blessed rest in Jesns Gkríst liis onlj 
Savíour^ and Hencefortli his only Master 1 

Weak as lie was^ tke joy was almost too 
mucli j — ^the joy of tkose first happy liours of 
Cliristian life. He was at peace now : living 
or dying, all would be well witb liim ! Perhaps, 
like many anotber young believer, wbose beart 
is newly filled witli love to Christ, he would 
fain have reached with one bound the end of 
his mortal probation; having a desire to 
depart and be for e^er with Him who had 
washed him &om his sins in His own precious' 
blood, and numbered him among the sons of 
€rod, and the heirs of a glorious immortaHty ! 

Langmd and wom, yet full of a cahu and 
intiense joy, he lay, hour afber hour, musing 
over the wondrous pages of that matchless 
dream of the holy John Bunyan : that golden 
'' wonder-book ^' of youth and age ; till, as ho 
fancied, he felt himself placidly and slowly 
floating away to the etemal haven, whither 
he longed to be ! A little, Httle fdrther on, 
^nd surely the swift current of tiitie would 
mingle with the vast ilHmitable ocean of the 
no more dreaded etemity. Surely his Httle 
bark was not so very far from shore : surely 

B 
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his little daj was almost done. And as liis 
book lay before him^ it seemed to him tliat tlie 
fragrant flowers around liis little casement sent 
np to their Creator the incense of a pnre and 
ceaseless praise 1 And far beyond^ in tlie 
mjsterioas depths of the crimsoned west^ he 
&ncied he saw the gleam of the golden gates^ 
and heard the faint echoes of the '' eyerlasting 
Bong.'' 

He had fonnd his rest ; his snre hope ; his 
nnfaihng peace and joj : — ^he had found Christ ! 
No longer applied to him these expressÍYe 
lines : — 

« Walking in darkness this beautiful eartii, 
Seeing onlj a dreary dearth. 

« Seeing never, in flower-grayea drear, 
The buds to blossom 'another year. 
" Blind to the sun-light, to all of us gi^en — 
To earth^s best beautj — and blind to Heaven. 
** Honoured bj men, he dwelt in the throng, 
HÍB life-path leading in sunlight along. 

" But down in the darkaess his spirit laj, 
Never seeing the light of daj. 

'* Sometimes a feeUng of vague regret, 
Yet never awaking, — and blinded jet ! 
« < Blinded yet ! * 'tis the saddest cry 
That ever arose from a soul on high ! 

" * Blinded yet I ' will he never see 
The path that leads to the light to be P 
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« When thÍB life, with ita dreams and hopes is gone, 
And the life to he, comes silentlj on ; 
Will hÍB soul go forth, when the two are met, 
To the great Herei^r — hUnded yet ! " 

Nol lie was blinded no longer : Cliriflt liad 
touched the eyes of Iiis sonl^ and He saw^ and 
went on liis way rejoicing in tlie glorious liglit 
of tlie Sun of Rigliteousness ! 

But are there none who will read these pages 
^' hlmded yet ? '' Ah ! let them not sink from 
this worid^s darkness^ into that blacker and 
more rayless night that knows no dawn — ^no 
hope of hght to come — ^but only the ceaseless, 
fruitless wail of utter and unending despair :— 
" too late I too late ! '^ 

However, my dear father was not so soon 

to lay down the cross and wear the crown; 

not yet was he to doflf the armour of the field : 

many a hard fight was before him still : and it 

behoved him to endure hardness, as a good 

fioldier of Jesus Christ, and as a faithful servant 

to toil in his Master^s vineyard. His work was 

ready for him, and he must needs bring to 

spiritual labour all that tact, and wisdom, and 

xmtiring zeal, which he had so long brought to 

the due discharge of his worldly toil. 

Thanks to the excellent nursing, and the 

E 2 



62 EEST AT LAST. 

tender care of liis good mother^ by God^s graoe 
He recoYered^ and began once more a life of 
indnstry and perseverance. 

Before his illness^ lie liad thriyen consider- 
ably ; and lie had bonght a cart^ and a donkey 
to draw it ; no small additions to tlie liumble 
stock of tHose dajs^ and a great convenience 
to liim, in tlie way of his trade. The donkey 
rejoiced in tha enplionious name of " Joe 
FardeUI" His first task after liis illness, 
wHen yet not strong enongh to undertake any- 
tliing really laborious, was to build a shed for 
tliis favoured animal; and tliis poor hovel, 
which seemed to othereyesonlya mean shelter 
for a mean dumb creature, became to him a 
very Bethél and gateway of Heaven. For lie 
consecrated it by prayer, using it as Ids private 
closet of devotion ; often wrestling witb that 
Divine Stranger, who met our forefather Jacob, 
" in the dim tract of Peniel/' ages and ages 
long ago, reveaKng then, as now, His Name 
and nature, of love omnipotent and immortal I 

Many a blessing did he win from Him who 
heareth and answereth prayer ; &om Him in 
Whose sight that poor hut was consecrated as 
the dome of th^ proudest cathedral in Christen- 
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dom ; for God seeth not as man seetH ; and 
He looks not npon costlj shrines^ and flowery 
altars^ and sacerdotal pomp^ and ritnal: but 
on tlie secretyeaming of the Iieart — ^the prayer 
that goes up to Him in Bpirit and in trath. 
Prayer may lack tlie stately temple — ^it can 
never lack tlie fervent heart : for lacking that^ 
it is prayer no longer, but only the vain repeti- 
tion of words that have no depth^ no meaning^ 
that can never bring down those showers of 
blesi^ings^ that God waits to bestow^ above all 
that we can ask or conceive. 

About this tíme he met with an adventure. 
A friend had commissioned him to take some- 
thing of importance in a hamper, to London ; 
and accordingly he went np to town; and 
being only eighteen^ innocent of much of the 
evil that is in the world, and simple-minded, 
he narrowly escaped falling into the clutches 
of two metropolitan sharpers. 

One of them pretended to know him quite 
well, and invited him to go with them to a 
certain inn, ofiering to stand treat for a glass 
of wine. 

Being tíred, and needing refreshment, he 
went, canying his hamper with him. " Yes/' 
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said (he sharper, oontinmiig the conyersatíon : 
— '^I knew I had seen you before; such a 
handsome fisM» as yoars isn't easily forgotten^ 
my dear fellar ! ^' 

''Bnt/' retumed my £ftther^ innocently — 
''where did yon meet me? I really don't 
recoUect ! ** 

''Now my dear friend/' replied the mon; 
'* don't look so innocent : yon know all abont 
it, Here ! take yonr wúxe, and lef s talk of 
something better ; and don't try to pass yonr- 
self off as a stranger on me, for Fm np to 
snnff : I didn't think yon wonld want to forget 
an old friend/^ 

At this moment came in the second sharper, 
dressed hke an old &rmer^ bnt very buUying 
in his manners. He did not pretend to know 
either my father or his companion; bnt began 
at once in yery insultíng langoage^ to abuse 
them as being " no gentlemen,'' because they 
were drinking "such stuff^' of wÍQe. "VVL 
wager yon are no gentlemen ! *' he cried, 
braggingly: — ''Why don^t you have cham- 
pagne ? Waiter ! the moming paper and a 
bottle of champagne/' 

The waiter, however, did not retum, and 
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the champagne was not fortlicoming : so he 
wlio gave the magnificent order, resumed :— 
^' Come I m wager you can't lay down twenty 
sovereigns to mine, young man ! '' 

'' O 1 canHhe?" interposed tlie other ; '^go 
along^ and don't come insulting us ! the idea 
of it ! '' Then to my father, — " Lay it down, 
lay it down I don't let us be insulted by that 
big, burly bully ! '' 

" I saw through them then,'' said my father 
— ^' I saw their plot ; the door was close at 
hand, I flung it open, caught up my hamper, 
and was off down the street ; for I was agile 
enough then. They called afber me, but I 
hurried on ; and so, thank God, their intended 
victim escaped them.^' 

After all, though, I think they were very 
common-place London sharpers, and by no 
means well instructed in their trade. 
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^ Keep him doum ! — ^A^e, keep him down t What basi- 
nees hae a man to ríee, without a name, withont fnencUy 
-wíthout honourable blood in his t einB ? *■ We haye known 
his father before him t ' and what merit oan there be in th» 
joung Btripling ? " 

^'Such ÍB the orj of the world when a mao of Bterling- 
éharacter attempts to break away fírom the oords of ignorano9 
and poverty, and rise to a poeition of tmth and honour. 
The multitude are excited to enyy — they caxmot endure to be 
outstripped bj those who grow up side by eide with their 
ehildren. And henoe the opposition a man meets with in 
hÍB natÍTe place. Despite of thÍB feeling, many noble minda 
have rÍBen from obscuritj, and liyed do?m their opponenta. 
* Peneirere^mottnt up--and atartle the world* " 



CHAPTEE V. 



Mt dear father^ like all otHer good men^ had 
Lis enemies : bnt the worst name eyen they 
could bestow npon him, was — '' tliat most re- 
ligions tradesman! '' In their irony they spoke 
the simplest tmth. 

When yet engaged in the sale of fish^ and 
stmggling hard to keep np his business, he 
never would sell a single penny's worth on the 
Sunday^ though it was on that day that his 
fellow fishmongers reaped their largest gains. 
He little thought then^ that the time would 
come^ when his Master would put upon him the 
high honour of being '' a fisher of men/' But 
it is written^ '' them that honour Me^ I will 
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hononr ! ^^ and God always makes good His 
own word, even in the eyes of an unbeUeving 
world. To his active, eager mind^ that would 
grínd itself to dost^ if there were nothing io be 
ground^ temptations of this kind mnst have 
presented themselves with pecoHar force ; but 
he was always enabled to resist them^ and to 
keep nnstained his Christian profession before 
men. 

At eighteen years old^ he began to deal in 
''Pollard/' and he prospered so mnch that 
&om that tíme^ he ceased to confine himself to 
one single article of commerce. It was then 
he put out his first httle shop window^ looking 
into a garden ; and ofton^ as he passed it bj in 
afber years^ he looked at it with pleasure^ saying 
alwajs^ that it gave him more joy than anj of 
his later^ and more expensive erections. Cer- 
tainly, our first beginnings, achieved with pain 
and by slow degrees, are dearer to us than 
the weU-built and compact schemes of after 
and more prosperous years ! 

As my father grew older, his scrupulosify in 
no wise diminished : worldly success never 
hardened his heart, or blunted the tendemess 
of his consdence ; and to his latest day, he was 
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famed for liis integrity. I have been told by 
otlier dealers^ that people would often say : — 
^^ Oh I take it to Mr. Blott : he will gire you 
wliat it Í8 really worth." 

Poor people often came to him in this way, 
witli samples of grain^ knowing tbat in bis 
hands they were perfectly safe ; his jndgment 
being as intact as his honour. One poor man, 
in particular, once brought to hím a parcel of 
seed^ with that fine purply bloom on it, that 
factors and dealers prize so much^ and offered 
it at a very low price ; promising also that the 
buyer should have more of it, at the same 
figure, if he found that it suited his purpose. 

My father simply said — ^' Tou have brought 
me your seed not knowing its value : I will 
give you double the priceyou have asked forit, 
and that will leave me a fair market profit^ 
which is all I wish to claim.'' I never heard 
of this Httle incident from my fikther's own 
lips : for he was not one to sound his own 
praises^ and his Christian simplicity prevented 
him írom attaching any singularity to the 
peculiar justness and uprightness of his conduct 
in trade : and he probably thought^ that the 
other dealers would have acted in a precisely 
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8Ímilar way. Apart froin religious principle, 
he was honest as a matter of course ; he was 
upright, as by instiuct; and perfect candour 
and unblemished truth seemed to be as natural 
'a law of his being^ as breathing or taking food 
and rest. Hence doubtless his wonderful suc- 
cess in Hfe 1 

Nor was he lacking in generosity : he gare 
freely, in proportion to his income, to evexy 
good cause : — ^the Bible Society and the Reli- 
gious Tract Society every year received the 
benefit of his large-hearted subscriptions^ and 
many other charitable institutions were also 
the subjects of his kindly support. In his per- 

frngal, but never mean ; and he knew how to 
practise prudence without parsimony. 

Ofben he has retumed home^ laughing^ and 
saying to me — ^^ There my child, I have had a 
good day, so I have brought you home a new 
shawl '' — or whatever the present might be : — 
^' you wanted one, though I know you intended 
to make the old one do a Httle longer 1 '^ 

"But father I " I was sometimes cónstrained 
to say — " it is so handsome I so good 1 Oh, 
thank you for it 1 " — ^And his merry answer 
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would be : — " not too good for a good little 
girl : — so kiss me for it, dear 1 ^' Oh ! his genial 
warmth^ liis loving tendemess^ liis home 
affections were as beantiful as his npríghtness 
and generosily in his dealings with the onter 
world. Like all good men^ his happiest honrs 
were spent by his own fireside, and in the 
society of those who were nearest as well as 
dearest of kin. 
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** Boom for a noble-man to pass — 
Not in rich robes and trappings gay— 
No fop decked out before the glass ! 
But — clad in sober grey — 
A noble-man in heart is he, 
With mind for his nobilitj. 

** HÍB orest — a soul in yirtue strong ; 

HiB arms — a heart with candour bright ; 

Which gold blínds not to what is wrong, 

Or bribes from what is right. 

The patent of his courtly race, 

Behold it in hÍB open faoe I " 

y. P. WiUiê. 

. < . " Never more 
Alone upon the threshold of my door, 
Of individual life shall I command 
The uses of my heart, or lift my hand 
Berenely in the sunshiue as before. 

«WhatshallIdoP 

And what I dream, indude thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes, when I sue 
God for myself 1 He hears that name of thine, 
And sees within my eyes the tears of two ! " 



F 



CHAPTBE VI. 



At last, after the straggles of years — fought, 

it must be remembered, almóst, if not quite, 

singlehaiided^ and at the beginning in a youth 

so tender, that it may perhaps be called child' 

hood — there came a blessed period of rest and 

calm. He had a new home of his own, and 

therein he settled happily and comfortably, 

the Christian head of his own Httle household : 

and for the first time in his life, he experienced 

that absence of wearing anxiety, and the pre- 

sence of that calm content, which alike conduce 

to the prosperity of body and mind. He had 

gallantly won his way to his own thriving and 

respectable position in society. 

F 2 
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My grandfather and grandmotlier ! — ^how 
proud they were of this dear, good, clever son 
of theirs; once a poor boy, half-clad, and 
sometlnies half-fed, but now, through his own 
diligence, courage, and integrity, a prosperous 
young tradesman ! and able, and more than 
¥rilling, to provide for his parents many a Kttle 
comfort, which, but for him, they could never 
have dreamed of enjoying. . 

And now, • happily settled, with enough for 
the present, and goodly promise for the fiiture, 
Samuel Blott began to think about taking to 
himself a wife. He may have thought of it 
earher, but he only thought; for it was one of his 
maxims, that '^ you should get a nioe cage for 
your bird, ere you attempt to catch it ; ^' a 
poetical translation of the good old adage — 
^^before you marry, make sure of a home 
wherein to tarry.'' But now, having a very 
pretty, nice cage in readiness, or rather a very 
cosy Httle nest, he naturally wanted his bird ; 
that is, he began seriously to contemplate 
marriage — ^not, as is sometimes the case, as a 
mere mercantile transaction, whereby a few 
hundreds, or even thousands, more or less, may 
be secured ; but as a new and higher motive 
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for increased industiy, and|^for widening hia 
drcle of happiness^ and [;becoming a wiser^ 
happier^ and perhaps a better man; since 
domestic ties tend surely to soften the rugged- 
ness of man's nature^ and to develope a thousand 
little traits of tendemess and self-sacrifíce^ that 
would otherwise remain dormant and unsus- 
pected. 

To relate properly the story of my father's 
first love and marriage^ I must go back ag^in 
to his boyish days — ^to his seventeenth year ; 
and I must introduce you to another person — 
'' Charlotte ''— the first ''Mrs. Samuel Blott!'' 

Charlotte^ or Lottie^ as she was more fami- 
liarly called by her fnends and family^ had just 
left school^ when she and her íuture husband 
first encountered each other. She was a very 
beautiful girl^ refíned and intellectual^ dark 
eyed and dark hair^ her rich raven black tresses 
falling in wildest profusion round her slender 
throat, curling luxuriantly round an ivory fore- 
head, and shading a fínely curved and rose-lit 
cheek I To judge from her brother, whom I 
have seen^ and to whom^ my father affirmed^ 
she bore the most striking likenesís^ I should 
imagine she must have been the veiy picture 
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of that prond yet winimig style of beauty, 
whose admirers are so nmnerous, that one 
might call them " Legion ! " 

They met in this wise : — ^One day Miss Lottie 
came cantering on her fine horse, along the 
yery road where my father was walking beside 
a horse and cart. She wore, of conrse, her 
long riding habit ; her long streaming cnrls 
were floatíng back npon the breeze, and her 
cheek was crimsoned with the roseate hne 
of perfecfc health and pleaaant exercise. My 
&ther, a fair-haired, blne-eyed Saxon, not 
seventeen, was walking then, as I told yon, by 
his cart and horse, going about his own busi- 
ness ; and just as the y oung lady on her spirited 
steed came up with the sober plodding Dobbin, 
she dropped her whip. 

My father immediately picked up the pretty, 
silver-headed little riding-switch, and tossing 
back his own fair curls, and makíag his very 
best bow, presented it to the fair horsewoman, 
blushing as he did so, like a sensitive girl. He 
was really, he said afterwards, '' perfectly daz- 
zled with her marvellous beauty." 

Miss Lottie pulled out her purse; but my 
father, of the true chivahic spirit, that never 
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fails in its ^^devoir aux dames/^ immediately 

tamed away^ and with thanks declined tlie 

proffered recompense. She looked pozzled at 

finding a farmer's lad witli the tone of a gentle- 

man; and with one of those sweet^ bright 

Bimles, that lingered so long in his memoiy, 

as never to be forgotten, said, hesitatingly :— 

'* Wíll you not take it ? '' He answered^ proudly 

— '' No, Miss ! the pleasure of giving you the 

whip back again is quite enough/' '* Then I 

will not press you/' she retumed^ blushing 

faintly herself; '^but many thanks for your 

kindness to me this moming 1 " 

And so she rode away on her gaUant steed, 

and my father went on with Dobbin and the 

cart. But the memory of that lovely face^ 

blushing down upon him from its rich, shading, 

dark curls^ haunted him for many and many a 

day 1 But he spoke to no one of that mom- 

ing's resplendent vision— only to himself he 

said:—- 

** Var he shonld wear a kiiigly orowzii 
Who weara her in his thought.'* 

Often^ as time went on^ he reproached him- 
self most bitterly for the foUy of thinking of 
her fitiU j he^ a poor peasanVs son ; she^ a rich 
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farmer's daugliter — a farmer wlio might possí- 
bly gíve hím a place of labour on his farm^ but 
would certainly never permit Tn'm a place in liis 
daughter's affections I 

Some years passed away^ and the pair met 
again; but under strangely altered drcum- 
stances. 

Gharlotte's father^ a proud, gay man^ liad 
run through all his property, and was dead : 
her mother had died some time previously. 
And poor, beautifdl Lottie, still, strange to say, 
unmarried and unaffianced^ was obliged to take 
a dependent situation as govemess, for her 
own support, in the very same neighbourhood 
where my father was then residing. 

The poor girl felt her position keenly : she 
had|,been an only and an indulged child ; and 
great was the contrast between her former 
happy, wealthy home, of which she had been, 
after her mother's death, the sole and petted 
mistress, and this home of the stranger, where 
she was only tolerated in consideration of her 
services^ and where she was looked upon as a 
mere hirehng, and treated accordÍQgly. She 
was very lonely too, and her heart was sad 
withÍQ her ; and the brightness of the sunny 
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past onlj added a deeper shade to tlie gloom 
of the present; á present whicli looked as 
grey, and monotonous, and chilly, and unin- 
viting as auy one's present could possibly be. 

My father was then just beginning to be 
talked of as a rising young man. 6he, too, 
was clever, refined, and had completed her 
education, at what, in those quiet, unpreten- 
tious days, was esteemed '^ a fírst-rate boarding 
Bchool.'^ Casually — or shall I not say — -provi- 
dentially they met. He could scarcely help 
feeling glad that they who were once so far 
apart, were now, at last, on a footing of 
equality ; though in worldly circumstances, he 
■ — ^as the man ought always to be — was, of 
course, at considerable advantage. Her mis- 
fortune was in some sort his good fortune ; and 
right joyfiil was his true and honest heart, to 
find that no longer was there any real obstacle 
in the way of a firank declaration of his long 
concealed and constant passion. He proposed, 
and was accepted. 

In company with a mutual fidend, he took 
her to inspect her fiiture home. She laughed 
at his grand bachelor arrangements, saying 
she would soon see better ordor maintainod. 
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when she came to be housekeeper : and he 
too joined in her merriment^ telling her, grave- 
ly^ Bhe mnst not '^despise the daj of small 
things/' 

After a few months^ engagement^ they were 
marríed^ and were, I believe, as happy as they 
deserved to be : which is certaioly saying a 
great deal. 



BEEEAVEMENT. 



** The &oe which, dnly as the sun, 
BoBe up for me with life begun, 
To mark all bright hours of the day 
With hourly love, ia dimmed away — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

** The tongue whioh lile a stream could run 
Smooth music o'er the roughest stone, 
And every moming, with * Q-ood-day,' 
Make each day good, is hushed away — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

** The heart which, like a staff, was one 
For mine to lean and rest upon ; 
The strongest on the longest day, 
With stead&st love, is caught away — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 



*' By anguish that made pale the sun, 
I hear Mim oharge Híb saints, that none 
Among His creatures anywhere 
Blaspheme^ against Him with despair, 
However darkly days go on. 

^ Take from my head the thom-wreath brown I 
No mortal grief deserves that crown. 
O Supreme Loye, chief misery ! 
The sharp regalia are for thee, 
Whose days etemally go on I " 

«< Loii Fotnu.*' 



CHAPTEE Vn. 



-*0^ 



Tes I very happily did my father and his 
«weet wife spend tlieir short wedded life : for 
brief indeed it was. His Heavenly Father — 
seeing good to take from liim^ when he had 
ficarcely learnt to know the fiill blessedness of 
his lot, his d^arest earthly treasure — ^laid His 
chastening hand upon him^ and caused him for 
a time to eathis daily bread in sorrow of heart, 
and to spend weary nights in tossing to and 
fro upon his solita^ piUow, in weeping and 
desolation of spirit. 

Calmly that much beloved one reposed her 
brow on her Saviour's bosom, and breathed 
her soul away into everlasting rest. 

** At midnight came the cry, 
To meet thy Lord prepare." 
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For whíle all around were quietly sleeping, 
lier pretty twin babes also slnmbering in tlieir 
cradle^ she passed away from earth to that 
brighter and better world beyond the grave. 
And when early in the moming, her anxious 
husband came to enquire of nurse, '^ how her 
mistress was,^' — ^what was his horror, his 
astonishment^ his overwhelming grief^ to find 
her, whom he loved so passionately, his own 
fair loving Charlotte, stílland placid in thecold 
embrace of death 1 There she lay on her 
pillow — a rose gathered in all the bloom and 
beauty of its early prime — calm, quiet, serenely 
beautifiil : but never more to answer smile with 
smile, never more to meet his glance, or clasp 
his hand tïll the great uprising day, when 
thÍB corruption shall be raised in incorruption, 
and this mortal, in wondrous and glorious 
immortality. 

And he^ the stricken one^ came and said^ 
half apprehensively, '' Awake, Lottie dear ! it 
is moming ! '' and he saw the still face, and 
the fixed expression, and he knew that for her 
had arisen the moming of that day that knows 
not cloud or níght. She had departed, to be 
'' for ever with the Lord,^^ and he was left on 
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earth, in all tlie overflowing anguisli of a first 
and unlooked-for bereavement. Bitter were 
his tears over this great and irreparable loss ; 
but tbe Lord sustained him, so that he came 
presently to say — "the Lord gave and the 
Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of 
the Lord ! '' But mourníul indeed must have 
been the tendemess, with which he clasped 
to his aching bosom^ his two motherless httle 
ones. 

And yet, he once said — ^in reference to that 
time of his sore chastening— the two years, 
immediately afber his loss^ were the happiest 
he ever knew. For when his hope was 
removed,' hke a tree, when that, around 
which he had clung so fondly and so closely, 
was swept away, when he saw no more the 
desire of his eyes, and knew no longer the 
fiweet converse of earHer days^ it may be that 
his half-broken heart tumed with deeper and 
ftiller affection towards his Lord and Saviour ; 
ín that blessed communion, which only they 
who have experienced it can comprehend, 
found more than consolation, even that joy that 
maketh not ashamed^ and the peace which 
passeth all understanding — ^a joy and peace with 
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which nothing on earth can intermeddle— the 
joy of faith in the Cracified — of faith in the 
bliss to come^ in tlie prospect of re-union with 
the dead in Christ, in the world beyond the 
graye ! — ^the peace that rests patiently and 
contentedly, till in the ftdness of iiime, the 
shadows pass away^ the moming dawns^ and 
the light of the etemal day shines forth in all 
its supemal radiance^ teaching us why and 
wherefore we were called to endure the dis- 
cipline of life ! 

^^What thou knowest not now, thou shalt 
know hereafter/' 

Very precious to my dear father were those 
solitary hours, when he was enabled to feel 
most sensibly the presence of his Saviour; it 
seemed to him^ that He who had seen fit to 
bruise and break, came in His infinite love 
and compassion, to bind up and to console. 
He was not alone, for he had companionship 
that those around him knew not of ; and when 
he wept over the grave that covered that 
beloved one, it seemed to him, that the all- 
mercifdl Christ, who mingled His tears with 
the sorrowing sisters of Bethany, wept also 
with him ! 
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And slie— tlie beloved one of liis youtli, the 
wife and dear companion of his manliood— 
surely it was "better far^' that slie should 
be dwelling securely in lier heavenly homej 
snatclied from the toils, and sorrows, and cares 
of life, and gathered to her everlasting rest. 
Yes ! my father might well have said — 

** Gone to begin a new and kappíer stoiy, 
Thy bitterer tale of earth now told and done ; 

These outer shadows, for that inner glory, 
Exchanged for ever — O thrice blessed one ! *' 

Certainly her path in life seemed fair and 
smooth then; she walked serenely in the 
pleasant sunshine^ and the sorrows of the past 
only rendered sweeter and more appreciable 
tho joy of the present. A loved and honoured 
wife, a youthful, happy mother : it aeemed as 
if she were bome away from a rich and goodly 
heritage ! But who can tell ? Who in the 
morning caa say what the noontide and evening 
may bring forth? Who knows whether the 
sunshine may not fail, and the flowers wither, 
and the birds cease their warbling, and the 
heavens gather blackness, before the day be 
done ? God only knows : He sees the tempest 
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afar off^ and hears tlie roarmg of tlie waves^ 
when mortal ears listen only to the woodland 
melody^ and the rippling music of tlie " still 
waters/' so gently gliding througli the flowery 
"green pastm^s/' 

God houses his firaíl ones^ ere tlie storm de- 
soends ; He takes them &om the eTÍl to come. 
" He givetli his beloved sleep ! ^' 

'^Lottie'' seems to have liad some pre- 
visions of lier early deatli ; for some little time 
before lier iUness, she said to my father, in the 
course of conversation : — ^' Samuel, dear ! if I 
die^ love another^ and in time marry again; 
for I cannot bear to thiok of you as being 
alone.'' And he retumed : — '^ Dear Charlotte^ 
do not speak of such a thing ; I feel I could 
not so.easily forget you.^' But stíll she urged 
it upon him^ and stiU he refíised to hear. 

He told me once, how perfectly that poem 
of Longfellow's — ^the " Pootsteps of Angels ^' — 
described hisfeelings in the early days of his 
widowed soHtude. 

** And with them Íhe bemg beauteous, 

Who unto my youth 'was gÍTen, 
More than all things else to love me^ 

And Í0 now a saint in HeaTen. 
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^ With a fllow ttnd noiflélMB footttep, 

Comei that meesenger dÍFme ; 
Takei the yacant chair beside mey 

Iajb her gentle hand in mine. 

*< And ahe sits and gaxee at me^ 
With thoee deep and tender ejes ; 

liike the stars, so still and eaint-like^ 
Looking downward from the skiee. 

^ Fttered not, jet oomprehended, 

Is the 8pirit*8 TOÍoeleBs prajer; 
Soft rebukee in blessings ended, 

Breathing from her lips of air. 

M Ah ! though oft depressed and lonélyy 

All my fears are laid aside ; 
If I but remember only, 

Suoh as these have lÍTed and died." 

And so he always spoke of her— calmly, 
tliough sadlj — as if eyen on eartli slie were 
Bot utterly lost to him. Sometimes he used 
to tliink she could not be so very far away. 

Time pasaed on, and again he was immersed 
in businessj sometimes gaining^ sometimes 
losing; after tlie natural fashion of his uncer- 
tain trade. But through every vicissitude, 
amid every temptation^ he still maintaíned thafc 
spotless and high integrity^ with which his 
name was^ and now his memory is, so inti- 
mately associated I 

Once, when sufifering under some heayy 

02 
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reverses, he spoke of them to a friend ; wlio 
bluntly replied : — " Well ; Mr. Blott, you de- 
serve it ! yon are too scrupnlonsly honest for 
tliis go-ahead age of competition and com- 
mercial cnt-tliroats, tliat we live in. Otliers, 
by a few clever sleight-of-hand performances, 
make an immense amonnt of profit. I can fínd 
room for a conscience in a great, spacious 
church, but not in the close quarters of our 
com-market : I cannot aflFord to keep up an 
establishment there, as I can in church, you 
know ! Why don^t you mix seeds in such and 
such a way, &c., &c. ; that would bring you in 
hundreds, if judiciously managed ! '^ 

^^What!^' retumed my father; ^^and sear 
my conscience ? '' ^'There you are, at it 
again'' — ^was thereply — ^'what has conscience 
to do with business ? ^^ 

^^ Everythmg ! '^ replied my dear father, 
solemnly : — " a clear conscience, and a soul 
washed in the Atoning Blood, is our only 
Insurance-paper against the devouring fire of 

the last day. Mr. , you know I was once 

a poor man, and you know also the struggles 
and the paius I have gone through, in order 
to gain and to keep the position I now occupy : 
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« 
but I would be a poor man again to-morrow, 

rather than do this great wickedness and sin 

against my God ! " 

" Good-bye, Mr. Blott!" shouted his friend: 

'^ if I stay any longer, you'll convert me, and 

that would be hundreds out of my pocket ! ^' 
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'* I am lÍBtening here in Bome^ 
And the Bomans are oonfeiBÍng ; 
EnglÍBh children pass in bloom, 
All the prettieflt made for blesBÍng. 

** * Angli Angeli ! ' (resumed 
From the old Mediieyal story) 
Such rose angel-hoodB, emplumed 
In Buch ringletfl of pure glory ! 

*' Bagged ohildren with bare feet, 
That the angelB in white raiment 
Know the namea o^ to repeat 
When thej oome on you for payment. 

** AH these mouthB we oannot feed, 
Gannot clothe their ragged bodicB 1 
Well, if man*B bo hard indeed, 
Let them leam at leaat what Gtoá íb ! " 



CHAPTER VIII. 



•*<^ 



My father was always most kind and court- 
eous to every one Yirith whoni he was associated j 
to be thoughtful and considerate for others was 
his natural disposition^ but towards that class 
from which he originally sprung^ he invariably 
manifested the utmost benevolence^ and the 
most delicate generosity. How many a time^ 
when our poorer nelghbours have been sick and 
ailing^ have they come to his house for wine^ 
dinnerSj and other good things^ confident of 
receiving that which they sought : and as far 
as I know^ never in a single instance meeting 
with a refíisal^ or an unkind repulse. 

Many a poor sufforer^ who has had cause to 
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bless God for my father's religious teaching', 
has also had to render grateful thanks for 
temporal mercíes^ sent to him by the same 
channel. My dear father was not one to say 
to a destitnte brother or síster — ^'Depart in 
peace j be ye warmed and fiïïed,'^ and yet give 
not those things which the bodily need required. 
HÍH heart was not in his purse : he hnew that 
to give to the poor was to lend to the Lord f 
I have heard him say — " Take such and such 
a little dainty to so and so; he needs it. I 
have suffered from his malady, and I know how 
the &ame hungers and craves for proper 
nourishment.'' 

Then how many different classes of boys did 
he train : boys whohadleft the Sunday-school, 
who were careless^ if not worse, and in danger 
of falling into evil courses ! How many did 
his vise counsel reform ! How many did hi» 
excellent and eamest teaching^ under God's 
blessing, influence and decide for good ! How 
many of these youths, who but for him, hu- 
manly speaking, migM Ixave ron a career of 
shame and cnme, have Hved to attain a re- 
spectable position ; and to be a blessing to all 
around them ! I have stood with him by the 
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bedsides of those who owed to him their first 
seriouB impressions. I hare heard them^ with 
the hectic flnsh on the cheek, and the death- 
damp on their brow^ blessing him for the word 
spoken in due season; thanking God for his 
ministrations^ which led them to Christ ; and 
saying how they would welcome him to heaven^ 
when he^ too^ shonld cease firom his labonrs^ 
and enter into the joy of his Lord. 

Ah I they have met now — ^they have met 
ere this — ^he and his spiritnal children^ whom 
Ood gave him to be his joy and his crown of 
rejoicing before men and angels^ in the day of 
His appearing. 

Thinking now of what my revered parent 
was able to compass^ in every point of view^ I 
am lost in astonishment. I need scarcely say 
his educational advantages were of the smallest, 
for he could only just write a Uttle^ and 
make a few fignres. But his powers of calcu- 
lation were almost unlimited ; and without pen 
or paper^ and purely by mental effort^ he 
would resolve the most complicated arithmetical 
questionSj reckoning up loads^ quarters^ and 
bushels of grain^ &c., all in a minute as it 
wore^ and always with a wonderful accuracy^ 
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as surprisÍQg as it was singnlar ! He mnst 
bavo had extraordinary powers of memory and 
assimilation^ and I think his organ of causality 
was developed in a very remarkable degree. 

Then, with what a rare intuition he discerned 
at a glance the strong or weak points of an 
argoment : the force of certain passages, and 
the beauties and depths of all kinds of poetry. 
For myself, I needed no better critic, for when 
I read over to him my own compositions, he 
canght instantly at all that was worthy of 
commendation, and as qnickly retoached, in a 
few terse, fitly chosen words, that which was 
faulty and needed curtailment, polish, or 
emendation of construction ! Had he enjoyed 
the advantages of a liberal education, what 
might he not have been ? what might he not 
have achieved ? 

But most were his thoughts ponred^forth in 
prayer : then one saw the strong, deep work- 
ings of his soul, and one could catch some 
glimpse of the fervid and wondrous thoughts, 
that, little known to those with whom he was 
in daíly contact, seemed to penetrate his mind, 
and sway the whole under-current of his ianer 
life. Then, we who listened and joined with 
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liiin, cotild tell where lay the secret of all liis 
moral greatness— ^^ a Kfe hidden witli Christ in 
God/^ 

One of his favourite authors was Dr. Cum- 
ming; especially he loved the ^'Apocalyptical 
Sketches.'^ How often have I sat by him, in 
the sweet May sunset, with the rosy apple- 
blooms above us, and the green turf beneath 
our feet, and Hstened to his deep mellow voice, 
as he read page after page from his well be- 
loved author, till he and I seemed almost 
mearing the Heavenly Jerusalem, of which the 
book spake in words so glowing, and language 
so distinct ! He was specially fond of that 
well-known, beautiftd hymn, beginning — 

" One sweetly soleiim thought, 

Comes to me o*er and o*er ; 
I am nearer home to-day 

Than I ever was before." 

And dearly he loved its closinghnes, and would 
repeat them to us, as if he realized to the fuU, 
their deep, yet sweet solemnity : — 

" Feel Thee near, when my feet 

Are slipping over the brink ; 
For it may be, Tm nearer home — 

Nearer now, than I think ! " 

Little thought we, how near, how very near 
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to him, was tliat ^' dark and tmknown stream,'* 
and tliat shore of light and joy etemal ! 

Like the generaUty of children, we saw but 
little of onr fatlier; Iie was so completely 
occupied with bnsiness transactions, tliat he 
really had bnt scant leisnre for the liome 
pleasnres he loved so well 1 On Monday^ he 
was at his post in Mark Lane, not retuming 
to ns, till six or eight o'clock at night ; Tuesday, 
mnst find him attending the market at Hitchin; 
Wednesday, at Eoyston ; Thursday, at Ashwell 
— ^which latter market, however, has since 
given up the ghost ; — Priday^ London again ; 
and Saturday, Cambridge. 

Sunday was, in one sense, scarcely a day of 
rest to him ; for he attended the Sunday school 
twice, conducted by our able Superintendent, 
Mr. J. E. W., and also the two services, what- 
ever might be the weather ; and in the even- 
ing, he rode eight miles to give a cottage- 
lecture, often in pouring rain, or in a keen, 
hard frost, not retuming home till nine o'clock I 
Then up again next moraing very early — ^I 
superintending his breakfast — ^that he might 
be oflF by the 6*30, or 7*0 o^clock parliamentary 
train ! Such a life, forthirty years, was really 
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enougli to wear out tlie strongest and toughost 
constitution I Certainly he had no mind to rust 
ont^ in his case the blade wore out the scabbárd^ 
long before its natural time. 

Then my brothers, or I and the clerk, were 
frequently with him in his office till late at 
night, settling accoonts, balancing the books, 
&o.; and on Saturday night, itwasalways twélve 
o'clock before the week's work was thoroughly 
£nished and laid aside: but no stress of 
business would ever tempt him to infringe fdï- 
one quarter of an hour, on the inviolable 
sacredness of the holy Sabbath-day I He 
generally paid his men on Friday, so that they 
might do their marketings comfortably on the 
Saturday, uor be, as is really sometimes the 
case, compelled to go shopping on the Sunday 
moming, or not at all tiU Monday came again ! 
It would be well if many masters would foUow 
his example in this particular, much Sunday 
trading would be thereby discouraged; the 
household of the poor working-man would be 
better managed, and his wife would at least 
have the opportunityofstudyingandpractising 
economy to the best of her ability. 

So we children had not the pleasuro and 
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profit of ouT dear father's society as some have, 
when bosiness claims are not so namerons^ or 
80 pressing, or perhaps do not^ as a means of 
sabsistence, exist at all. But when lie was at 
home, he was indeed '^ ai home ; '' and a great 
treat it was to us all. How we children used 
to refer to him all our own Uttle matters — 
weighty enough to us though — concerning the 
disposal of our rabbits, the management of our 
little gardens, and the meaning and history of 
the large pictures in the Family Bible ! And 
he would sit down among us, and be a child 
again himself, and advise with us, and tell us 
what we wanted to know. I used to be puzzled 
exceedingly, when I read in the Old Testament 
the chronicles of those old, wars of the Jews. 
Why did God allow wicked people to be killed 
by them, when I might not kill, or even injure 
my little enemy, '^ Johnny/' who was certainly 
wicked, as he was always throwing stones at 
my brothers and myself ? And then my dear 
father, in his own clear way, and in simple 
language, explained to me the difiTerence be- 
tween the former dispensation, when man was 
directly permitted to punish man, and the 
present dispensation of our Lord and Saviour 
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Jesus Clirist, under whicli it was our happy 
and tmspeakable privilege to Kve. Aud lie, 
wliose mind was burdened with lieavy money 
transactions^ between whose bands thousands 
of pounds went and came on market-days^ 
could sit down with ns, and ''be a child 
once more ; " entering into all our baby dis- 
pntes, our tiny cares, our hopes and joys and 
«orrows, with a patience and a sympathetic 
kindness^ I have never seen excelled, and very 
rarely equalled ! 

When we were quite httle ones, it was our 
supreme delight to cluster round him in the 
-evening, when the toils of the market were 
over, and pretend to be fairies, while Papa on 
the sofa was the great, good giant, bigger and 
better than any of us, whom we were to sing 
to sleep, hke the tale in the German legends ! 
And Mamma used to tread in the ruddy fíre- 
light, so softly, lest he should be disturbed; 
and when he awoke, he would pretend not to 
find us, and to look for us in every place where 
he knew we certainly were not, and then run 
after us, hke a good-natured ogre, too kind to 
eat us up, whatever his natural propensities in 
that way might incline him to do. And we 

H 
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X 

slirieked with joy. and lan^hed and danced and 

tíll eveTybody was iáred. and were snbdaed 
oncemo^intoqnietoeasandgoodorder! 

I remember onoe lying in my pretty white 
ootj a little rosy^ happy child^ and seeing him 
kneeling in prayer. When he rose np^ he said 
— '' Dear Jnlia 1 to-morrow moming I am go- 
ing by the early train to one of the May-meet- 
ings; and I shaU giye a snbscription to the 
Missionary Sodety.'' 

" Ah ! then, Pather ! '' I said— ''it wiU be 
like what yon read in the Bible yesterday 
moming at prayer-time : yon can say to Grod 
afterwards— 'of Thine own have I given 
Thee!'" 

" My blessed child ! '' — ^he exclaimed, joy- 
onsly — " it will be so, I tmRt : surely, O Lord, 
' ont of the mouth of babes and snckUngs, Thon 
hast perfected praise.' " 

At another, and mnch later period, I said to 
him — ''Dear Father! I wish yon would not 
go ont driving through these frosty nights to 
your víQage-meetíngs ! and then yon are np 
again next moming, to catch the early London 
train ! It is killing you, father dear ! you do 
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too mocli I If yon are deaoon of onr cliarcli^ a 
teacher in onr Snnday school^ and a preacher 
in the villages^ there is no reason why so mnch 
labonr shonld £stll npon yon ! Bemember yon 
are but mortal ; and I really think yon onght 
not to riak a life so valnable and so predons to 
many^ when^ after all^ there are others who 
might share yonr toils^ and relieve yon of a 
reasonáble portion of the work : a work that is 
oertaiiily too mnch for yonr strength^ thongh 
not for yonr spirit." 

^' My dear danghter I '^ — ^was his reply — '^ I 
appredate yonr kind thonght^ and tender con- 
sideration : bnt I fmst work while it is called 
to-day : the night cometh when no man can 
work. Weliaveeaclioneofiisonrviiieyard, 
which mnst not be left to another. I haye 
mine^ and I mnst not neglect it.'^ 

Sometimes he nsed to procnre religions 
books^ and have them beantiMly bonnd; and 
then he sent them anonymonsly by post^ to 
noblemen^ and other persons of high condition^ 
who lived in onr o?ni neighbonrhood and else- 
where. Always^ yon see^ abont his Master's 
bnsíaess — always intent on doing good 1 How 

H8 
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empliatícally miglit he liave adopted those 
lines of Bonar : — 

^ GIacQ j tiwaj from thÍB soil I would haeten, 
Up to the crown tiiat íor me hAs beeii won ; 

Unthought of by man, in rewardfl or in praiaee, 
Onlj remembered by what I haye done ! *' 



NBW ASPIEATIONS. 



** So tired, 8o tired, m j heart and I ! 
It was not thuB in the old time, 
When he sat with me 'neath the lime, 
To watoh the sun-set from the sky. 
' Dear loye, you*re looking tíred,' he said) 
I, smiling at him, shook my head. 
'Tis now we're tíred, my heart and L 

** So tíred, bo tíred, mj heart and I ! 
We Bit beside the headfltone thus ; 
And wish that name were caryed for us. 
The moBB re-prints more tenderlj 
The hard tjpes of the maBon'B knife^ 
Ab heayen'B sweet life renews earth's life^ 
With which we're tired, my heart and L 

** Yet, who oomplainB P my heart and I P 

In thÍB abundant earth, no doubt 

Ib little room for thingB wom out ; 

Disdain them, break them, throw them by ! 

And if before the dayB grew rough 

We once were loved, uBed, — ^well enough, 

l think, we'ye fiired, mj heart and I." 

"LatiPoêmi: 



CHAPTEB IX. 



Ih the last cliapter I have rather outmn my 
story, for as you will perhaps have observed, I 
have as yet made no distinct allusion to my 
father's second marriage^ or to his second 
famOy^ of whom I was eldest-bom. 

Afber the death of his Charlotte^ he spent 
many solitary hours, his heart sometimes very 
heavy and lonely^ and his dim seclusion unin- 
vaded. Then he used to sit in the long 
evenings, thinking of her, and of the two little 
babes, who did not live to call him "father I '' 
Then, while the silent hours rolled on, he used 
to muse on the celestial kÍDgdom, which his 
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dearest ones liad so early inlierited. And 
though actual words were wanting, no donbt 
he felt as felt tliat gifted poetess who wrote — 

*' Whaterer'B lost, it first was won ; 
We wUl not struggle or impugn. 
Perhaps the cup was broken here, 
That hearen's new wine might show moro clear 
m praise Thee while my days go on.** 

Although he enjoyed sweet and almost nnin- 
terrupted communion with his Heavenly Father, 
he suffered sometimes^ espedallj as time wore 
on^ írom the loneliness of his position. His 
own fireside, where once he had been wont to 
find the fellowship of a kindred mind^ where 
once there was always one to greet him with 
a smile^ and to soothe away^ with her gentle 
cares, aU the irritations and petty worries, or 
it might be the serious anxieties of a long, 
toilsome business-day^ was now a blank^ and a 
moumfíil solitude^ all the sadder for the sweet 
lingering memories of the past. 

Perhaps^ in these long hours of ísolatíon^ he 
remembered his dear lost wife's injnnxjtipn, to 
seek out for himself another partner, who wo«ld 
be the sharer of his joys and sorrows, and ia 
help-meet in all iÚB labours and solidtudesi 
At any rate it •came to pass, that after two 
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years of widowhood, lie began to look about 
him with a view to a second marriage. 

He was first attracted by a lady who pos- 
sessed great personal charms^ and he thonght 
of maJdng her his wife, as she seemed saitable 
in every way ; but a friend of his own was also 
in love with this fair damsel, and determined 
to secure her for himself. He did not allow 
my father to perceive his admiration, but he 
hit upon a clever scheme whereby he succeeded 
in distancing the suitor^ whose charms he 
greatly feared might dangerously rival his own. 
He took my father to visít two pretty girls re- 
siding near Cambridge ; but to neither of them 
did the widower seriously inchne : he had fixed 
his mind on the handsome young lady^ who 
was also, though unsuspected by him, the 
secret object of his so-called íriend's most 
ardent aspirations. 

Foiled in his endeavour to provide a substi- 
tute, this Ahithophél, thinking, I suppose, that 
all stratagems were lawfíil in love and war, 
bethought himself of another, and far less 
honourable expedient. He quietly dropped 
my father at his own door, and rode off to in- 
form the lady in question, of the apparently 
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capricions conduct of lier admirer^ Mr. Blott. 
What he said, we know not^ bnt he certainly 
sncceeded in representmg mj father in no very 
favonrable colonrs^ for wlien nezt he paid her 
a visit^ she excnsed herself from seeing him, 
and a few months afterwards was married to 
the false Mend^ whom I am always incUned to 
speakof as ''Ahithophel." Whether Ahithophel 
and his bride were truly happy throngh hfe, 
as were my ËBither and my own dear mother, 
I really do not know — ^bnt jndgíng from an- 
terior drcnmstances, I shonld be inclined to 
imagine not. 

Soon afterwards, he met with a very pleasing 
yonng lady, possessed also of a considerable 
fortnne ; and to this match, he said, he conld 
obtain the consent of all — ^but God 1 An uncle 
of his, a wise but worldly minded farmer, seeing 
how the land lay, remonstrated with him for 
remaining undecided on such a point, and for 
dreaming even of foregoing the advantages 
which must accrue from so desirable an alliance. 

'' What is the matter with Miss that you 

cannot fancy her?^' said the uncle, senten- 
tiously. "Come! do not be nonsensicalj 
there are hundreds of handsomer men than 
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yoii are^ wHo wonld be only too ready to avail 
themselyes of sacli a clianoe : sach a fortane 
as she lias too 1 '' Bnt sozne drcainstance 

offendíng Miss , the acqaaintance was 

'broken offj by the interposition of God^ as he 
always considered it^ who woald not saffer 
liim to yield himself to one^ who promised to 
130 a stambling-block in his coarse of aseM- 
ness^ and a hindrance rather than a help-meet^ 
in his spiritaal coarse. He never declared 
himself ; something^ as he said^ always pre- 
venting him. Sometimes he rode oat miles to 
see her^ bat through the providence of God 
came back again, withoat having breathed a 
single word of that which he came parposely 
to impart ! 

So he was deHvered from this snare; and 
thoagh at th^ tim^ the disciphne was hard^ 
and the trial severe^ he rejoiced that he had 
not been left to disobey the Divine injanction : 
*' Be ye not aneqaally yoked with anbeKevers ; 
for what fellowship hath righteoasness with 
anrighteoasness f and what commanion hath 
light with darkness ? and what concord hath 
Christ with Belial ? '' 



SEGOKD MAHBIÁGE, AND BEYEBSES. 



■•-e^ 



*' Backward, flow baokward, O tide of yeoTB ! 
I am 80 weary of toil and of tears — 
Toils without recompenBe, tears all in yain— 
Take them and gire me mj childhood again. 
I have grown weary of diist and decay, 
Weary of flinging my soul-wreath away, 
Weary of sowing for others to reap : 
Bock me to sleep, Father, rock me to sleep ! 

** Tired of the hoUow, the base, the untrue, 
Father, O Father, my heart calls for you ; 
Manj a moming the grass hath grown green, 
BlosBomed and faded our &ces between. 
Yet with strong yeaming and passionate pain, 
Long I to-night for your presence again : 
Oome from the silence so long and so deep x 
Bock me to sleep, Eather, rock me to sleep. 

^ Father, dear Father, the years haye grown long, 
Sinoe I last hushed to your lullabj song i 
Since then, and into mj soul it doth seem, 
Womanhood's years haye been but as a dream i 
Olasped to your heart in a loying embrace, 
With your light lashes just sweeping my &cey 
Neyer hereafter to wake or to weep : 
Bock me to sleep, Father, rock me to sleep.'* 

Anonjfmoui, 



CHAPTER X. 



■♦^•- 



It is written — ''Who can find a virtuous 
woman ? for her price is far above rubies ? 
The heart of her husband dotli safely trust in 
her^ so that he shall haye no dread of spoil. 
She wiU do him good^ and not evil^ all the days 
of her life/' And again — '' A prudent wife is 
from the Lord/' 

The time came when my father was more 
Íhan repaid for the sacrifice he had felt it his 
duty to make. Casually^ as people would say^ 
proYÍdentially^ as he knew and felt it to be^ he 
one day met^ in her father^s own house^ a young 
lady^ not long since retumed from boarding 
school; and being motherless^ at the head of 
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her survivíng parenf s houseliold ! She was 
very young and delicate looking, and when my 
father first saw her^ ahe was reading aloud to 
her father^ in a soft, rich voice of uncommon 
sweetness and purity of intonation. 

My father, Uke Shakespeare, thought — 

**A. fweet Boft Toice^ an exceUent thing in woman.'* 

And he was charmed with what he saw, as 
well as with what he heard, and from that hour 
resolved to make the fair reader his wife. Her 
interesting appearance, her pale, statuesque 
style of beauty, and her melodious accents first 
impressed him; but as time passed on, he 
found that she possessed other qualities far 
more valuable and more abiding than mere 
lovelineBS, and silyery sweetaess of voice. 

This young lady — ^who was indeed afterwards 
my own dear mother — ^was of Irish descent; 
and, as tradition declared, springing &om a 
younger branch of that family which boasts of 
the poet, Oliver G-oldsmith, among its most 
illustrious sdons! However that may be, I 
may be pardoned if I think there has always 
i)een among us a poetic fervour^ and a higher 
<saste of thought, than that which commonly 
prevails in &mi]ies of our own rank and position. 
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My grandfatlier was at fírst averse to tlie 
matcli^ and he objected to the com-trade, as 
being notoriously precarious ; but in process of 
time lie came to relent^ after a severe illness^ 
and to sanction the proposed nuptials. 

Tliey were married in two months from tliat 
time ; for my father, when lie liad set his mind 
upon any line of action, was not apt to let the 
grass grow under his feet while he carried out 
liis plans. The honeymoon was spent in 
France ; and a happier couple, perhaps, never 
retumed from a continental trip to settle down 
to daily duties, and increasing responsibilities, 
than my father and mother, when they found 
themselves in their own comfortable village- 
home, happy in each other^s perfect confidence 
and unreserved afifection, and in the sweet do- 
mestic charities of their tranquil, secluded life. 
In that pleasant home I first saw the light; 
and I was christened '^Julia Sarah^' — ^the 
second name being^ as I have menlioned^ my 
mother^s also. 

Afterwards, my father bought a farm and 
land^ where I passed a very happy, favoured 
childhood ; for it was my inestimable privilege 

I 
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to be the dangliter of a noble Cliristian man^ 
and a devoted Christian woman ! 

ThenanotHer large field; and an orcliardwas 
for salej and tliat also^ nnder somewliat pecnlíar 
circnmstances^ lie was enabled to pnrchase aad 
add to his estate I Years afterwards^ lie said 
to me : — '' Dear cliild 1 how I love this oli 
place wliicli I haye improved and beantifiedl 
In that orchard I have set trees for others, 
even as these were set for me— I shaU never 
eat of the fimit of that which I have planted^ 
for ere long I shaU partake of the finit of the 
Treeoflnfel'' 

And now^ all these places have a pecnhar 
charm for me^ associated as thej are with a 
beloved parent^s holy memory, and bearing^ as 
it were, the hallowed impress of a truly good 
man's life. Still aroand field^ and homestead, 
and orchard séems to me to linger the fi^grance 
of his prayers^ and of his secret commnnings 
with the Master he loved so well, and Whom, 
to the last, he most faithfiiUy served ! 

Ofi}en was he chosen arbitrator and peace- 
maker between his brother com-merchants^ 
who highly esteemed and admired him; for 



ï:i: 
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tliere were few wHo did not love him^ and stiU 
fewer who did not trust him fiiUy, botli as re- 
garded principle and judgment. He never 
permitted himself to speak evil of any one, 

Sis remarkablj eandid disposition was in 
Bome measure reproduced in his children ; for 
tlLongh we had occasionally our little disagree- 
ments and ebullitions of temper^ we had no 
secrets &om one another^ and certainly none 
from our parents. His temper was something 
wonderful : it was really impossible to provoke 
>iÍTn to anger. 

Once^ two com-factors laid a wager one with 
the other on the subject of my father^s well- 
known equanimity, and the possibility of its 
being upset. One of them declared that he 
would put him in a passion ; and he betted five 
pounds on the success of this laudable under- 
taking. 

They proceeded with their scheme, when he 
was just settling down, tired and hungry, aftw 
a long ride, and a busy market, to discuss the 
merits of an excellent dinner. 

One of them carried off, as in jest — a, rude 
jest, certainly, as practical jests always are— 
his plate-full of meat and his knife and fork. 

12 
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He only laughed and called for others; but 
the order was instantly counter-manded, tlie 
waiter being in confidence, and bribed to 
disobey for tlie nonce. Then after quietly 
tormentinghim for some time^ the same person 
quickly and dexterously seized his chair, and 
took the very great liberty of laying it and him 
backwards on the floor. All present were 
amazed, my father being a powerfiil and 
courageous man. 

My father quietly and gravely arose, saying 
— '^ My dear fellows, don^t do that again ! we 
should do as we would be done by : however — 

'He that ia down need fear no &11, 

He that ia low no pride ; 
He that íb humhle, ever shaU 

Have G-od to he his guide.' " 

" Blott ! '^ cried his persecutor, in his rough 
and ready way — ^^ Give us your hand ! youVe 
lost me a five pound note : but Pll forgive 
you if you will only forgive me ! let^s strike 
the bargain ! '^ 

At another time, he was placed in an equally 
troublesome situation, from which his fine tem- 
per and ready tact, however, extricated him, 
without any unpleasant results. A fine hand- 
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some young farmer, with wliom he was well 
acquainted^ called him into a room, at a certain 
inn^ alleging that lie was wanted there on some 
very particular business. There were congre- 
gated anumberof gentlemen-farmers, drinking 
the healtli of their íriend, who had just suc- 
ceeded^ by strategem, in drawing my father 
into the company . He had been lately married, 
and they were holding this little festival in 
his honour^ toasting him and his lady in full 
bumpers of good wine ! With one voice they 
declared that Mr. Blott must give them a song j 
for they had all sung in their tum, and he 
must perforce fumish his quota of entertain- 
ment on so auspicious an occasion. '^ In fact" 
— said several sturdy young farmers — ''he 
should not leave the room tiU he had acceded 
to their request.^' 

Here was a dilemma ! A minister was sitting 
in the '^ four-wheel '' outside^ waiting to drive 
with my father to our village, and only fancy 
how edified he would have been, at hearing 
that Ghristian deacon ^^ singing a song ^^ in that 
merry and highly excited company ! What 
a nice little tale for village charity ! What a 
nice httle gossip for the frequenters of the 
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ale-honse I — ''I say, wliat do you tlmik ? wliy 
one of oor oldest deacons at the cliapel yonder^ 

sat in the inn-room, at E tlie other day, 

and sang a song : shonldn't wonder if it wasn't 
— 'we wont go honie till moming light/ '* 

And the next positively affirming— '' Why 
that saint Blott^ a member of a Christian 
church^ as he calls himself^ was at the inn the 
other day, singing — ^ We wont go home ' — had 
a Uttle too much^ I daresay 1 '' 

And the third — ^'Why would you beKeve 
it, but it's quite true : that very good Mr. 
Blott^ that leads the prayer-meetings^ actually 

went to the inn, at E ^ the other evening, 

and sang — 'We wont go home till moming 
Kght ' — and he took so much, they could hardly 
get him home ! " 

Imaginary sketches, certainly, but trae to the 
Kfe : the snowball of scandal gets bigger and 
blacker as it is rolled &om one to the other^ 
for who knows not how the world outside^ waits 
for the halting of professed Christians. So 
much the more reason then for professors to 
act consistently^ and to maintain great pmdence 
and caution, even in little things ! 

" It is of no use to try to get oflF,^' said my 
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fatlier's treacherous friend — " when six farmers 

are determined to have their will^ wliat can 

yon do, single-lianded ? '' 

'^ But, gentlemen ! " — ^was the response— 

'^ you must excuse me ; I am not a singer : 

xnoreover^ I have a friend waiting for me out- 

side 1 '' 

'^ Send for him, then "— cried the host, or 

president of these festivities, held in his own 
lionour. 

'' He is a minister ! " 

'' Oh, oh ! ^' — ^retumed the farmer, with a 

lengthened face — ^thinking, doubtless, that nei- 
tlier place nor people were quite the kind of 
congregation or church, over which the reverend 
gentleman might hke to preside, even for a 
single evening — ^' oh ! that alters the case 1 " 
continued he. 

'' Well, gentlemen!^' — said my father, taking 
a chair — ''since I mnst make a virtue of ne- 
cessity, and sing for you, will you promise me, 
on your honour, to let me go as soon as I have 
Bung my song? my friend is waiting, and I 
have business to transact on my retum home : 
I wish you all a pleasant evening, but I cannot 
share it with you.^ 



íí 
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'* We all promise ! '' — thej cried with. one 
accord — ''althougli we are very sony you 
must leave us so soon 1 but if you really must 
go directly tlie performance is over, Sdc" 

" Then I wiU begin at once ! " and my fatber 



* There was a bee flew orer the waH, 
And he said buzz, buzz — ^and that was alL 



€€ 



No, no ! Mr. Blott ! " — ^they exclaimed — 
you don't fly away so ! " But the host in- 
terposed — '^ Your word of honour, gentlemen 1 
it is pledged ! Mr. Blott must please himself 



now.^' 



They all laughed, though the laugh was 
against them, and they shook hands, and said 
'^ good-bye ! " 

Always he was the champion of the weak, 
and ready to stand up at any moment to de- 
fend the helpless, or succour the oppressed. 
One particular instance I shall long remember. 
A dear &iend of ours^ a clever and refíned man, 
but withal sensitive, and perhaps a little timid 
by nature, came to my father one day, telling 
him that he was engaged to preach to a certain 
congregation ! but he could not go— '' the 
people were so cruel.'^ 
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I shall never forget liow proudly and nobly 
my dear father stood up, as it were, between 
his meek, dispirited fnend, and those unkindly 
Philistines of the land ; and said, eloquently — 

'^ My dear Mr. A , it is your duty to go 

wherever your Master sends you : aye ! to go 
though, as Martin Luther said at Worms, or 
on the road thither, were there as many devils 
there as tïles on the housetops ! You must 
go ! and what is more, I must go with you ! 
A true Christian must ' fear God and know no 
other fear ! ' '' 

And then he tenderly reasoned down the fears 
of his yóunger and weaker brother in the faith, 
and they went to the meeting, and I also^ an 
unnoticed, but eamest auditor and spectator. 
My dear father gave out the hymn, prayed, 
and did all that he could to lighten the task of 
the poor sensitive, soul-tortured preacher, who 
sat flinching jfrom the ordeal of the criticising 
and unfriendly gaze of so many curious eyes ; 
which said eyes, I am sorry to say, belonged, 
in some instances, to those who called them- 
selves Christians; though surely they had 
never leamed, or else had quite forgotten, the 
divine code, by which Christians of every 
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class are expected to regnlate their conduct. 
The poor man^s lip quivered, and his eyes 
abnost £Qled witli tears^ as he marked certaín 
nncharitable gestures and demonstratíons ; bnt 
the sweet, consoling hymn my father gave out 
before the sermon^ greatly comforted and 
assured him; and after.all he preached excel- 
lently, to our infinite snrprise, after such a re- 
ception^ as well as to the involuntary admiration 
of his enemies. I said afterwards — '^ I rejoice 

in your success, Mr. A ; the Philistines 

will be quiet after this ; they will say — 'tell it 
notinGath!''' 

He pressed my hand^ and with strong emo- 
tion^ thanked God that the race of Great-hearts 
was not yet extinct 1 

Ah me ! those were pleasant days ! and I 
cannot help Kngering over them ; forgetting, 
perhaps, that events, which were to me of the 
deepest interest, cannot be to my readers of 
equal significance. If I tire them with trivial 
records, they must kindly bear with a daughter's 
lovÍQg devotion to the memory of a dearly 
loved and greatly honoured father ! 

How we used to enjoy our picnics in June ; 
sometimes going to a distant water-mill of ours 
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fislung^ and sometimesto apleasant spot^ where^ 
long years ago, a proud castle reared its towers 
and battlements against tlie deep blue sky — 
tlie stronghold of '' time-honoured Lancaster,'' 
tlie noble ^^ John of Gaunt ! ^' Not far from 
tliis^ as tradition states^ still stands tbe fine red- 
brick farmhouse where Oliver Cromwell^s 
mother, Blizabetli Boucliier, was bom. And 
then, on the soft thymy turf, with wild-flowers 
Bcattered here and there in fairest^ wealthiest 
profiision, how merry we were ; and he, a very 
child again^ among us ! 

Once we were enjoying a picnic amongst 
these meadows^ which were called '^ John of 
GaunVs/' when we missed him for an hour or 
two. We were afraid he was lost, and at last 
we strolled into the nut-wood in search of him. 
Presently, a few roods off, we found him and 
asked, why he had served us so. He answered 
— ^' Years ago, I dedicated myself to God in 
this place^ and here I came again to dedicate 
myself afresh to Him, and to His service, hence- 
forth and for evermore ! To Him who has kept 
me from falling; to the God of my fathers, 
Who has brought me so far on my heavenward 
way 1 



i> 
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It was liis custom to liave a liarvest prayer- 
meetíng before a sickle was put into tlie golden 
grain; and he would bring us aU up in the 
'^ sodable ^* with our Bibles^ and hymn books^ 
and conduct the service bimself, with a power, 
and a tbrilling pathetic force and eamestness, 
Buch as I have seldom, if ever seen surpassed ! 
Then he would treat his men to a good lunch ; 
leave them rejoicing, and bid them farewell ! 

Since his death, many have spoken of this 
annual service, and of the good words in season, 
and the suitable remarks then addressed to 
them.. Shall I ever forget the beautifiil hymns 
we sang in chorus, under the vast and glorious 
dome of God^s own blue sky? Or the apt 
illustrations he drew from fields and reapers, 
as he spoke of the great harvest at the end of 
thaworld, and the angel-reapers, who would 
come to separate ■ the wheat from the tares ; 
laying np tlie good grain in safe gamers, and 
casting out the profitless weeds to be bumed 
up with fire 1 

And he now is gathered to his home of 
rest and joy; ripened by Grod's grace, and 
made meet for the inheritance of the saints in 
light; he has passed into that better world. 
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the Churcli of the Fipstborn, the assembly of 
just men made perfect ! 

The farmers around said it was a singular 
practice : but then Mr. Blott was a singular 
man — and ^' singularly good 1 " some of them 
made answer. 

I think the decline of his health really began 
Bome years before Ms death, on a certain 
8th of August, when a terrible fire broke out, 
and did much damage on our premises. My 
father had just had his outbuildings nicely 
done up, and they were freshly painted, and 
everything was in beautiful order. Some nights 
previously, two other farms had been bumt 
to the ground, and he had been on the spot, 
rendering all the assistance in his power ; and 
only on the night preceding our own calamity, 
a third conflagration had taken place^ at which 
my father was also present. 

My father, weary with the toils of the pre- 
vious night, had retired early, and was in a 
sound sleep, when he was suddenly roused by 
hearing two dear friends * shouting — " Mr. 
Blott ! Mr. Blott ! your farm is on fire ! They 
awoke us^ and we dressed in rooms that needed 
no candles, for all around us was the fiery 

• The late Mr. ï. S., and Mr. D. M. 
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glare^ brighter tlian tlie liglit of day ; and we 
conld liear tlie crackling of timber^ and the 
crashing of beams, as we were hnrried away, 
without onr shoes^ to the honse of a kind Mend 
and neighbonr. I looked back — ^I see it now 
— ^the whole arch of heaven one blaze^ and 
glorious beyond description! in the back- 
gronnd^ set on a bam^ was a tall white wind- 
miU, whirring ronnd its broad sails, like a 
magnificent " Catheríne-wheel^'' as the dranght 
of the immense fire drove it on with incredible 
velocity. Near at hand^ a very tall poplar^ a 
spire of fiame^ shooting np its fieiy pinnacles 
into the glow above^ tiU it fell to the gronnd^ a 
charred and blackened fragment of smonlder- 
ing timber^ and scorched np leaves and 
branches. 

It was a grand scene^ and I felt riyetted to 
the spot^ Bcarcely heeding the great heat^ and 
the thunder of falling roofs^ and the general 
devastation spreading with lightning-rapidity 
through my happy, and lately peacefdl home. 

Eight hundred sacks of grain^ ready dressed 
for the London market, were bumt, or other- 
wise damaged^ and rendered- unfit for use ; 
altogether a large amount of property was 
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destroyed. Happily, my fatlier was well in- 
suredy and in process of time new buildings 
rose np^ the blackened mins disappeared^ and 
all was restored tliat the fire had injnred or 
consumed ; but he used to say that one 

" Could not \my back, -with gold, 
The old associations I*' 

He never cared for the new bams and granaries^ 
and the later buildings generally^ as he had 
cared for those that used to stand on the same 
ground in other days^ before the terrible visita- 
tion of " our great fire.'' 

Afterwards^ he was not always so bright as 
he had formerly been; and once^ but only 
once^ he seemed weary of his life. We were 
having our regular after-dinner chat, and talk- 
ing of the cutting system of competition, which 
80 completely invades all circles of commerce^ 
in these steam-engine, electric-telegraph, go- 
ahead^ " never-say-die " days 1 a system^ too, 
nnavoidable^ perhaps^ but not the less discom- 
fiting to quieter spirits^ and older travellers on 
the road of life, who have had their youtVs 
struggles and buffettings^ and long now for 
peace and rest; a system that offcen makes 
friends enemies^ and clears away with one 
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jBasli of light^ tliat blinds while it dazzles^ tlie 
liappy dreams and soberer visions tbat bave 
been so pleasant and so real in earlier days ! 

''Yesl'' said my father, looking at me 
tenderly, and laying his weary head on my 
shoulder^ as if tired out^ and spent with the 
long toíl of Hfe^s hot day — '' Tes, my Jnlia ! 
the world has been very cruel to me ! " It had 
only served him, as it serves so many others— 
smiled upon him in his hour of success^ and 
looked askance and in scom on his day of 
adversity. The world always cheers on its 
prosperous, thriving denizens ; it has little pa- 
tience with unfortunate people, who are visited 
with what we call reverses of fortune. Truly, 
" men wiU praise thee, when thou doest well 
unto thyself ! ^' 

I go now to his grave as to a shrine, and 
think what might have been for him, and for 
me, and for others, had his life been prolonged ! 
but I cannot tell, God knew what was best — 
His will be done in earth, as it is in heaven! 

I shall never forget the proud, happy smile 
on his face, as I laid my first httle volume of 
Poems at his feet. All the empty plaudits of 
fame could never have been to me, what that 
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smile was^ in all its ííill content^ its pardonable 
patemal príde^ its sweet and tender flatterjl 
I had written impromptu on a slip of paper, 
tliese lineSj whicli I gave to my fatlier and 
mother, with my little volume, " The May 
Oa/rla/nd : '^ 

" The prondest xnoTDent of xnj life, 
Maj be when fiune's fidr smile I greet { 
The happieet moment of mj life, 
Is when I lay tius at your fÍBet." 
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" By Thy redeeming grace alone, 
And not for merite of mj own, 
O, pardon me ! 

** As thuB the djing Christian prajed, 
Without one gathering mist or shade 
Upon hÍB mind ; 
Encirded hj his {amily, 
Watched1[)j affection*s gentle eye, 
So Boft and kind. 

*' HÍB soul to Him who gave it rose, 

Gk>d led it to itB long repose, 

Itfl glorious rest ! 

Though the Christian warrior's sim has Bet, 

Its light shall linger roimd us yet, 

Bright, radiant, blest." 

JFVom the Spamuih qf CopUu di Manrique, 
êUghUjf aUer&d, 

" I can see the breezy dome of groves,^' 
The shadows of Deering's wo^ds ; 
And the {riendships old, and the earlj loves, 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doyes 
In quiet neighbourhoods. 
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** There are thmgs of which I maj not speák ; 

There are dreams that cannot die ; 

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak, 

And brmg a pallor into the cheek, 

And a mist before the eye. 



** Strange to me now are the forms I meet, 

When I Tisit the dear old town ; 

Sut the natÍYe air is pure and sweet, 

And the treesthat o'ershadow each well-known street, 

Ab they balance up and down, 

Are BÍQging the beautiful song, 

Are sighing and whÍBpering still : 

' A child's will is the wind's wiil, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughta.' 

" And Deering's woods are firesh and fair, 

And with joy that is almost pain, 

Mj heart goes back to wander there 

And among the dreams of the days that were^ 

I find my lost jouth again. 

And the strange and beautífiil song, 

The groves are repeating it still : 

' A child's will is the wind's will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.' " 

LongfdlofB, 



CHAPTER XI. 



Mt dear father^s illness was long and wearí- 
some : lie suflPered much, but he bore all bravely, 
as a Ghristian^ and strong-liearted man sliould. 
For the last nine months^ my dear mother and 
I, in tums, sat up with him every night. Ah ! 
how patient and considerate he used to be^ 
and how precious now is the memory of those 
still night-watches^ when he and I seemed shut 
out from all the rest of the world. How fond 
lie was of saying — 

*' Seeking me, Thj wom feet hasted, 
On the crosB, Thj soul death tasted, 
Let not all these toils be wasted } 
Jesus, Saviourl pityme! 

" Think, oh Sayiour, for what reason, 
Thou endured earth's spite and treason, 
Nor me lose, in that dread season : 
Miserere Domine ! " 
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Mflton's poem — " On liis loss of siglit/' waa 
one of his especial favourites ; and Longfeflow^a 
" Sandalplion '' was another. Sitting by liis 
bedside^ I osed to recite tliem from memory ; 
for alas I night was to onr devoted trio^ more 
a time of action^ and more a season of anxiety 
than day : for by night he snflFered more from 
the terrible martyrdom of his fatal malady — 
'' asthma of the heart/' 

On the veiy- day that I left the sofa^ after a 
six weeks' iflness^ from an attack of acute 
rhenmatism^ he took to his couch^ and never 
entirely left it again ! 

These were the verses, of Milton, which I 
recited to him so often^ and which he seemed 
always ready to hsten to^ again and again : — 

''I am old and blind, — 
Men point at me as smitten by Gk>d*B frown, 

Afflicted and deserted of my kind : 

Tet I am not cast down. 

** I am weak, yet strong ; 
I munnur not that I no longer see : — 
Poor, old, and helpless, I the more belong 

Father to Thee ! 

'* Thj glorious £Eice 
Ib leaning towards me, and its holy light 
Shines in upon my lonely dweUing-plaóe, 

And there is no more night. 
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** On my bended knee 
I recognize Thy purpose, clearly shown ; 
Mj YÍsion Thou hast dimmed, that I might see 

Thyself— Thy Belf alone ; 

*' I hare nonght to fear, 
This darknesa íb the ehadow of Thy wing, 
Beneath it, I am ahnost saored : here 

Can come no evil thing I 

" mercifiil One ! 
When men are íi&rtheBt, then Thou art more near ; 
When friendB pasB by me, and my weakneBS Bhun, 

Thy chariot I hear. 

** It ÍB nothing now, 
When Heaven íb opening on my Bightless eyes, 
When airs from ParadÍBe refiresh my brow, 

That Earth in darknesB lieB. 

•* Visions oome and go— 
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng — 
From angel-lips, I seem to hear the flow 

Of soft and holy song. 

" Qive me my lyre, 
I feel the stirringB of a gift divine : 
Within my bosom glows unearthly fire^ 

liit by no skill of mine." 

You mtist forgive me for any inaccaracies in 
these most beaatifíil lines — ^they are taken &om 
tlie Oxford edition of Milton's Works — ^but I 
transcribe them from memory, tbe volume not 
beÍBgatthismomentinmypossession. I dare 
say Bome of yoor frieuds, kind reader, howerer 
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tliey may fail in tlie diyers bosy caUings of 
Kfe, are notwitlistaiiding^ excellent hoókkeepers ! 
Some of mine are ; and that is the reason wliy 
I cannot just now lay my hand on my ''Milton,^' 
as I coold haye desired^ for yonr benefít and 
my own satísfaction. 

The annexed poem is '' Sandalphon : '^ tho 
exqoisíte beauty of these lines mnst be my 
excose for inserting them in this chapter. 
Many times haye I repeated it to my father in 
the long dreary night-watches. 

^ Have jou read in the Talmud of old, 
In the legends tíie Babbins have told 
Of the Iimitle89 reahns of the air, — 
Have yon read it, — ^the marvellouB stoiy 
Of Sandalphon, the Angel of Glory — 
Sandalphon, the Angel of Prayer P 

** How erect at the outermost gates 
Of the City oelestíal he waits, 
With his feet on that ladder of light, 
That, crowded with angels unnumbered, 
Bj Jacob was seen as he slumbered 
Alone in the desert at night ? 

« The angels of Wind and of Fire 
Chant only one hymn and expire 
With the Bong's irresistible stress ; 
Expire in their rapture and wonder, 
As harpstrings are broken asimder 
By muBÍo they throb to exprees. 
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** But serene in the midst of that throng, 
Unmoyed by the rush of that song, 
With eyes unimpassioned and slow, 
Among the dead angels, the deathless 
Bandalphon stands Ustening, breathless, 
To sounds that ascend from below ; — 

" From the spirits on earth that adore, 
From the souls that entreat and implore 
In the fervour and passion of prayer ; 
From the hearts that are broken with losses, 
And weary with dragging the crosses 
loo heayy for mortals to bear. 

" And he gathers the prayers as he stands, 
And they change into flowers in his hands, 
Into garlands of purple and red ; 
And beneath the great arch of the portal, 
Through the streets of the Gitj Immortal, 
Is wafted the fragrance they shed. 

*' It is but a legend, I know, 
A fable, a phantom, a show, 
Of the ancient Babbinical lore ; 
Yet the old Mediffval tradition, 
The beautiful, strange superstition, 
But haunts me and holds me the more. 

** When I look from my window at night, 
And the welkin above me ÍB white, 
All throbbing and panting with stars, 
Among them majestic is standing 
Sandalphon, the angel, expanding 
His pinions in nebulous bars. 

" And the legend, I feel, is a part 
Of the hunger and thirst of the heart, 
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The frenzy and fire of the brain, 
That gTMps at the friiitage forbidden, 
The golden pomegranates of Eden, 
To quiet tts £BTer and pain." 

Not only liad mj dear fatlier a fine taste for 
poetry^ statnary^ and the like^ he had also tlie 
eye of a connoissenr for oil painting^ as several 
paintings he had^ testify ; amongst which^ are 
two of Queen Anne and Queen Mary^ said to 
be^ by onr artist friends^ the productions of 
those two celebrated painters^ Sir Qeoflfrey 
Kneller, and Sir Peter Lely. 

The time came^ when I was obKged to leave 
my dear father for a little while ; our kind and 
attentive friend, Dr. J., did not think he would 
pass away quite so quickly. There was busi- 
ness to be transacted in London: mamma 
could not possibly be spared ; and as my health 
wás rapidly giving way, under the pressure of 
my long, painfal anxiety, and the exhausting 
effects of continuous night-watching, it was 
arranged that I should go to town^ attend to 
that which required the presence of one of the 
family, and retum home again in a fortnight. 

On the evening before my departure^ my 
father said— '^You will be sure to get your 
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business finislied in a fortnight, and return to 
be my Httle nnrse again tlirougli tlie winter f 
Your cheeks haye lacked their roses sadly of 
late, through sitting up with me, but the 
change will bring them back I trust ! '' 

In the moming^ I kissed him and bade him 
'good-bye;' andthen I set out on my London 
joumey. I never saw my dear, dear father 
again : I never shall^ till I myself put off these 
threadbare garments of mortality, and stand 
face to face with him on the threshold of our 
Father's House. 

While I was absent, he was taken suddenly 
worse : a two hours^ stmggle^ and all was 
over ! I had left the friends with whom I 
went to stay^ because infectious illness had 
broken out in the house^ and I dared not risk 
my health and strength, now so valuable to 
me, since I believed that all my vigour, and 
all my physical forces would be taxed to the 
utmost^ in the precious^ yet painfíil task^ that 
awaited me on my retum home ! Alas 1 I 
knew not that that sweet page of my life^s 
history was closed for ever 1 — ^my work in that 
hallowed chamber had ceased to be ! — ^he 
needed no watches now ! My letters, by rea- 
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8on of my nnexpected removal to a distant part 
of London^ were necessarily delayed^ and wlien 
I hastened back^ weeping bitterly all the way, 
the coffin-lid concealed from my aching eyes, 
the face so revered, so beantiful, so inexpressi- 
bly dear I Never^ while life lasts, shall I cease 
to remember that moming, and the first great 
anguish of my irreparable loss ! 

Then they told me — ^those beloved ones who 
were left, who had enjoyed the blessing of 
watching to the last, beside that dying form — 
how he had looked, and what he had said, in 
that dread hour of nature^s dissolution. Oh ! 
how I moumed, that I, who for nine months 
had scarcely left him at all, should have gone 
away for nine days, so that I should be far 
distant from that solemn scene, when Death 
arrived to set the suflFerer free ! 

He told them how he saw angels in the 
room, waiting to bear his soul away. '^ I shall 
soon be íhere/^ he said, " for Gabriel is a swift 
angel ! '^ Afterwards, being asked to whom 
hewas whispering, he said — "To Jesus ! He 
is standing by and comforting me ! " 

Then, as if gazing on an actual revelation of 
the last enemy, he cried — " Come Death ! and 
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knock off life's sliackles^ and set me &ee I 
Come Lord Jesus ! ^^ Andhe tumed fearlessly 
ronnd, as if actually looking on tlie visible form 
of the King of Teirors, and then with a happy 
smile on his face^ as of meeting his Sayiour^ 
passed away to the reahns of infínite and 
etemal glory ! 

Only once before had he been in danger of 
dissolution ; and that was when he fell &om a 
ladder at the mill ; and we all drove over in 
terrible dismay, weeping and praying that his 
precious life might be spared ; and 6od heard 
our supplication, and gave him back to his 
sorrowing wife and children. But now — God 
saw that he was ripe for his heavenly inherit- 
ance; his work on earth was done^ and He 
called His faithfiil servant to his rest^ and bade 
him enter into the joy of his Lord. 

His ftmeral was attended by nearly all the 
neighbouring farmers^ and the viUagers. The 
chapel-yard was íilled, and many who did not 
call themselves mouraers, wept by the open 
grave. Nonconformists and Episcopalians met 
around that last resting-place of one whom they 
alike loved and honoured, one whom they 
deeply deplored^ although their loss was his 
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eternal gain. They felt^ tliat taking him all 
in all, it would be long before tliey looked on 
Iiis like in Grod^s Israel again I 

His ínneral sermon was preaclied by Iiis 
dear fiiend and pastor, tlie Bev. Jolm Harrison^ 
from Acts viii. 2. " And devout men carried 
Steplien to Iiis bnrialj and made great lamenta- 
tíon over Iiim." 

And now aU was over : tlie place tliat Iiad 
known Iiim so long, knew him now no more. 
Never again would Iiis fine stalwart form be 
seen in the harvest field, or in the pastures, or 
amid the busy throngs of men in street or 
market; never again would his fuU mellow 
voice be heard proclaiming to dying sinners 
the everlastíng Grospel, and the riches of the 
Love of Him, who gave Himself for the Ee- 
demptíon of mankind ; no ! nevermore. He 
rested &om his labours, and his works did 
foUow him j he had nobly run the race, and 
reached the goal ; he had fought the fight, and 
won the victory ; he had laid down the cross, 
and taken from his Master's hand the crown of 
glory that fadeth not away. 

He had quitted earth with aU its cares and 
pains, for heaven^s own perfect joy ; and ex- 
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cliaiiged his clay abode^ for tliat mansion of 
deliglit, prepared for liim in the celestial city, 
before tlie foundation of tlie world. 

And in tliat mansion^ dear Christian friends^ 
we leave him. And because we ca/n say — " O 
death where is tliy sting ? oli grave, where is 
thy victory ? Thanks be to God, who giveth 
ns the victory, through our Lord Jesus 
Christ ! — ^let us be steadfast, immoveable, al- 
ways abounding in the work of the Lord, 
forasmuch as we know that our labour is not 
in vain in the Loird.'' 

** Far better they should sleep awhile^ 

Within the Chnroh's shade, 
Kor wake, until new Heaven new earth, 
Meet for their new immortal birth, 

For their abiding place be made. 

'' Than wander back to life, and lean 

On onr frail loveionce more, 
'T Í8 sweet as year by year we lose 
Eriends out of sight, in fisdth to muse 

How growB in Faradise our store. 

^ Then pass ye moumers cheerly on, 

Through prayer unto the tomb, 
Still, as ye watch life*8 fiEÚling lea^ 
Gathering from eyery loss and grief 

Hope of new spring, and endless home. 

'^Then cheerly to your work agaiu, 
With hearts new braced, and set 
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To nui, imtíred, We's bleBsed 

Á» meet for those, who fiice to íace, 

Orer the grave their Lord haye met." 

Even 80^ O Lord Jesus^ grant us grace to 
mn with all patience^ and diligence^ and obedi- 
ence, and with a perfect trust in Thee — ^' the 
race that is set before us ! '' 

A little while— only a Httle while — ^for years 
Boon glide away to the worhers in Thy vine- 
yard; and we too, '^found in Thee/' and 
numbered with Thine own^ shall hear^ each 
one, Thy voice, saying — " Well done ! thou 
good and faithful seryant I Enter thou into 
the joy of thy Lord.'^ Amen. 



MISCELLANEOUS LETTERS FROM FBIENDS, IN 

TESTIMONY OF HIS CHRISTIAN 
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'* What shall we add now P he is dead! 
And I who praise and you who blame^ 
With wash of words across his name, 
Find suddenly declared instead, 
On Sunday, eighth of AuguBt, dead ! 

•* Which stops the whole we talked to-day. 
I quiokened to a plausiye glance 
At his large general tolerance 
By oommon people*8 narrow way, 
Stopped short in praising. * Dead they saj.* 
« « « • ^ 

'* Be abstinent in praise and blame, 

That man's stiU mortal, who stands first, 

And mortal only, if last and worst.'* 

ZattPoimt, 

" Down below, the ohurch, to whose poor window 
Glory by the autumnal trees is lent : 
And a band of worshippers in mouming, 
Mbsing some one at the sacrament. 

Up above, the burst of hallelujahs t 

And without the sacramental mist^ 

Spread around ub like a sunlit halo— 

The great yision of the &ce of Christ." 

Ljfra AngUeana, 



CHAPTBR Xn. 



Thb following letter was written from his 
late mÍDÍBter^ condoling With ns on our late 
bereavement. 

Bea/r Mra. Blott, 

Mrs. 0. cmd myaelf were greath/ ata/rtled 
cmd gri&ued to hea/r a da/y or two ago, of the 
death of our dear a/nd vahied friend, Mr, Blott. 
Ifelt ready to exclavm, '' TruVy a great ma/a has 
fallen to-day m Ood's IsraeU' I am mre you 
nmst feel his loss very aruelly, hut I am av/re 
also that you vriU seeh to Ue resigned to the 
Dvvim wilL You Jcnow Who sent you this sore 
t/rial, oiïíd will i/ry to say with yowr leloved Lord 
-^"Father, Thy will be done, not as Iwill, but 
as Thou wilt l '' You hnow, dea/r Mra. Blott, 
how ma/ny a/re yov/r consolaUons i/n the m/idst of 
8uch a trial as this^^^ Yousorrow not as others 
who haA)6 no hope" 
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I hnew Mr, Bhtt very well as you are aware, 
and can testify that beyond amj other man I 
have ever hnown, his soul seemed full of Divine 
things, ever glad to think of them, and to converse 
about them, I remember how he told me, that 
when there was consta/nt fea/r of fire at Bassing- 
boume, he felt the Savumr sta/nding by him. 
We need not doubt that sa/me Saviovr was 
near him in the last moment of his life. 

Mrs, 0. a/nd myself wnite in hind love to you 

a/nd your family. We trust the Almighty will 

deal very gently with you^ and help you to look 

forwoird to a blessed re-union in heaven, Our 

kindest rega/rds to oMfriends, 

And believe me to remain, 

My dea/r Mrs, Blott, 

FaithfuUy yours, 

Mrs. Bhtt, O, G. 

The next epistle tliat I shall lay before you, 
is a letter from a brother deacon^ in attestation 
of otlier points in his cliaracter, which I have 
mentioned before in this simple memoir of his 
life ; this letter was written by one who knew 
him from his infancy, and is, as foUows :— 

Dea/r Miss Bhtt, 

Your venerated father was a marveU 
Ixms ma/n, and a striking vnstance of what an 
vndividudl may do by perseverance. 
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He possessed rema/rkable self-possession ; I 
ha/ve seen hvm (espedálly on one occasionj calm 
amd uTi/ruffled v/ader the most provohmg ckrcwm- 
sta/tuiesy which convinced me, (and I douht not 
othersj he was vastly mperior by i/ntelligence 
and principle to those opposed to Mm, 

I do not hnow, or at least I do not recollect, at 
present, whether I ha/ve a/ay of his sayings or 
dovngSj ýc, by me at this i/ime. My observation 
of him has been the rema/rJcably decided cham^e 
of life amd conduct when he became a Ohristian, 
which he ma/nifeated wnceasmgly so long oa J 
Jcnew Mm, 

As a Ohriatia/n, he possessed many excellencies, 
especially acopioumess vnprayer; in this respect 
he was a great loss : but I trust his prayer will 
he abu/nda/ntly a/nswered with blessings on his 
familyy amd that all may be vnfluenced by his 
exa/mple tofolhw the Lord Jesus Ghrist, 
With hvnd regards, 

I am, yours sincerely, 
. Miss Bhtt. 8. E. 

A simple square wliite pillar marks liis rest- 
ing place, surmounted by an um, bearing a 
withered wreatli, the emblem of death, and 
covered with the funereal " asbestos '^ cloth of 
the Greeks, emblem of immortality *; so named^ 

* Erected bj Mdssn. Warren and SonB, Hitckin. 
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beoanae when placed in the fire, it is taken 
oot again uninjored, ooly whiter; and hence 
hke the soal taken from the fomace of death, 
it BtiU remains the same, indestractible, only 
more purified from the grosser feeli^s of 
earth. On the tomb^ snrroimded with low 
raílings, is this ioscription. , 

Saored to fhe Belored Memory 

ov 

SAMUEL BLOTT, 

Bom September 17, 1806, died AuguBt Sth, 1863, 
aged Fiity-fiTe years. 

The text placed undemeath is — * 

"For eyer with the Lord." 

And thÍB verse, the epitaph of the lovely and 
accomplished poetess^ Mrs. Hemans^ composed 
by herself. 

'' Cahn on the bosom of thy Gk>cl, 

Fair spirit reet thee now ; 
E'en while with vlb thj footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow : 
Dust to its narrow home beneath, 

Soul to its place on high ; 
Those that haye seen thy look in death, 

No more maj fear to die." 

Speaking of him, as of another saint, (Dr, 
Rafaes,) it might be said, *'There is something 
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irresistibly eloquent in tlie testímony of nearly 
half a century's pore and blameless life in 
town and country^ and Bomething that touchea 
us all to tears^ as we read of tlie throngs that 
saw Iinn carried in his age to the last resting 
place, and brought reverent pilgrims to his 
grayOj tíll the sunset shadows fell around that 
sacred spot. There is something inestimably 
beautiM in thatserene sunset. The youth 
Baffles soon íbund a channel for his life^ and 
pursued it careftilly to the end. He lived on 
the sunny slopes^ and anon in the quiet valleys 
of truth^ and never cared to climb the rugged 
heightSj where Truth puts on her grand array^ 
and utters her profoundest mysteries. He 
fought no doubts^ because he knew none to 
fight. He kept the sunny faith of life's young 
hour to that far distant moming when he died, 
with a verse of Holy Writ quivering on his pale 
lips. The happy child's heart was warm 
within him till his dying day. We may safely 
and calmly say with the poet — 

*' And now he rests— hia greatneBS and hi» meeknefls 
No more shall seem at Btrife t 
For death haa moulded mto cahn oompletenees 
The story of his life I 
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*' Artmnd Su grare are qxiietade snd beoatj 
And the sweet heayen above t 
The fitting symbol of a life of dutj 
TFansfigured into loTe ! " 

And if^ standing so soleiniily^ dear reader, 
between the líving and tlie dead, I may be 
allowed to say a few words at tlie close of this 
brief memoir, unfettered by the trivialities of 
time^ as a farewellwish, itwould be these firom 
the Swedish of Bishop Tegner, so often read 
by me to my late dear father ; once as simply 
part of a book — ^now as part of my hfe. They 
run thua : — 

" Oh ! when the infinite burden of life descendeth upon ns, 
Crushes to earth our hope, and under the sod in the graye- 

yard, 
Then it ia good to pray unto GK>d ; for His sorrowing children 
Tiuns He ne'er from His door ; but He heala, and helps, and 

consoleB them. 
Yet it ÍB better to pray when all Íhings are prosperoua round 

us — 
Praj in fortunate days, for life's most beautiful fortune." 

And so may we be found heirs with Him of 
that gloriotts fortune^ that has the promise of 
the life that now is^ and of the hfe that is to 
come. Amen and Amen. 
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